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One in Martyrdom 


(INSCRIBED TO Mr. DUNCAN MACLEAN). 


| KNOW a man of soul sincere, 
And with unclouded conscience clear, 
Whose lot is cast in regions drear. 


Who, born to rise to heights sublime, 
‘Is doomed to spend the precious time 
Amid the roaring city’s grime. 


Who, driven on the mill-horse round, 
Between the double mill-stones ground, 
Toiling and striving still is found. 


And thus hath spent the dreary years, 
His life absorbed by sordid cares, 
A man surpassing all his peers! 


Ah, well that in his heart there sings, 
The lark—well, that the mind hath wings 
To mount above all mundane things. 


Well, that no chains can bind the soul— 
That Fancy, free from all control, 
Can roam the earth from pole to pole. 


Can climb the heavens to yonder star, 
Above the elemental war, 
And see pure spirits as they are. 


This is the Martyr’s recompense : 
Amid the smoke and dust so dense 
He liveth by the higher sense |! 


ABRAHAM STANSFIELD, 


Author of | 
‘‘ Poems, Sonnets, and Translgtions.”’ 


Manchester, Aug. 12, 1908. 


_ INTRODUCTION. 


Qe 


UNCAN MACLEAN was born on June 2nd, 1857, 

in the little cottage of which he sings so often, 

in the Argyllshire village of Dunoon, on the shores 
of the Firth of Clyde. To his mind, Dunoon was 
one of the fairest spots God ever made, and he loved 
the place with true Highland devotion. His early 
environment made indelible impressions upon his 
susceptible mind, and was never absent from his 
memory. He was fortunate, too, in his schoolmaster, 
who encouraged his bent for Scottish literature. The 
Parish schools of Scotland have a well-deserved repu- 
tation for turning out “lads o’ pairts’”’; and the 
foundations of a rich, broad culture in Duncan MacLean 
were laid in the village school of Dunoon. Leaving 
school when he had completed his “ standards,” he 
was employed in the Parochial Board office as clerk, 
and afterwards as Assistant Inspector of the Poor for 
the Parish. Transferring his activities to the great 
city of Glasgow, he was engaged, first as a sorter-clerk 
in the General Post Office for a couple of years, and 
then received a post with the Globe Parcel Express 
Company, in whose service he remained for the rest 
of his life. He speedily won the confidence and 
respect of his employers, and, in due course, was 
appointed to their branch in Mosley Street, Manchester, 
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where he was manager, and, ultimately, director of 
the company. At an early age he married Miss Minnie 
Donald, of Cardross. For many years his home was 
in Victoria Park, South Manchester—conveniently 
accessible to the heart of the city—and, latterly, at 
Heaton Chapel, near Stockport, where he died, on 
Monday, 4th December, 1916, survived by his wife, 
two sons and a daughter. Such, in brief outline, is 
the story of his career. 

In this introduction we are concerned with two 
outstanding features of Duncan MacLean’s life—his 
vigorous social activities in Manchester, and the literary 
work in which he achieved considerable reputation. 

Duncan MacLean had a genius for friendship, and 
he was not long in Manchester before he made many 
friends. He was an enthusiastic, loyal, and patriotic 
Scot, and it was a joy to identify himself with any 
worthy enterprise designed to rally Scotsmen resident 
in the Manchester district. Thus he was one of the 
originators of the Manchester and Salford Caledonian 
Association, whose objects, according to its Consti- 
tution, are as follows :— 

“ to promote social and friendly intercourse between 
Scotsmen, the sons of Scotsmen, and their friends ; 
to render assistance to Scotsmen resident in Man- 
chester and district in deserving cases of poverty 
and distress; to give assistance or relief in other 
special cases; to visit the sick; and, generally, 
to promote objects of interest to Scotsmen.’’ 

Mr. J. W. Pearson, for long associated with this 
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Society in various capacities, has kindly provided the 
material for the following account of Duncan MacLean’s 
connection with its successful initiation and establish- 
ment. 

The Caledonian Association was inaugurated at a 
meeting of a few Scotsmen, called together by Mr. 
George Haugh, in October, 1890, to which Mr. Macl,ean 
was invited. It was then and there decided to form 
an association to promote social and friendly intercourse 
among Scotsmen. A President and Committee were 
elected, and Mr. Maclean was appointed Honorary 
Secretary—a position he held for twelve years. Being 
a perfervid Scot himself, the idea of such an Association 
appealed to him, and it became his ambition to make 
the Association worthy of his countrymen and the 
city of their adoption, and a credit to their native land ; 
and it is due to his efforts, more than to those of any 
other man, that the Association weathered the difficulties 
attending its earlier years. Into every phase of its 
activities he threw his whole heart and energy—the 
benevolent, social, and recreative. He made an ideal 
and far-seeing secretary. He had unbounded enthu- 
siasm and lofty ambitions; and his energy was such that 
no detail of mere clerical work was too insignificant to 
be neglected, and his wonderful, cheery optimism was 
an invaluable asset. But neither his enthusiasm nor 
his energy could have brought the success he achieved 
had they not been allied with an infinite capacity for 
making friends and for retaining friendships once formed. 
His cheerful and kindly welcome, and his happy and 
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' hamely touch of the Doric, endeared hiin to all, and 
it appealed, perhaps, especially to those “Scots frae 
hame’’ who found themselves nigh friendless in the 
great city, and were made welcome to the generous 
hospitalities of his home. They were attracted to the 
man, and became imbued with some of his enthusiasm, 
and were enlisted in sympathy and support of the work 
upon which he had set his heart. And so the Associa- 
tion grew in numbers, in standing, and in influence, 
to the assured position it now occupies, and to him the 
Association itself will be a lasting memorial. 

After twelve years’ devoted service, and having 
seen the Association firmly established, he was himself 
nominated as President, and unanimously elected. 
For one year, 1902-03, he filled that position with dignity 
and success, and afterwards, up to the time of his 
death, he was one of its Trustees. He, therefore, had 
been continually in office for the whole twenty-six 
years of the Association’s existence. His interest 
never flagged—in fact, he remained a sort of consulting 
secretary to the end. One of his successors writes: 
“In all I have done, either as secretary or as a member 
of the Committee, I have been guided by his example. 
When in difficulty or in doubt, I either consulted him, 
or asked myself, ‘ What would Maclean have done in 
such a case ?’ and any measure of success that I attained 
was due mainly to him. He was in very truth my 
_ guide, philosopher, and friend, not only in Association 
affairs, but also in matters purely personal.” 

Mr. MaclLean’s literary gifts were freely at the 
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disposal of the Association, and he was a favourite 
lecturer, mainly upon historical and poetical themes, 
at its literary gatherings. His poetical contributions 
to the programme of the Annual Scottish Concerts, 
promoted by the Association, his poems of sympathy 
or congratulation to countless members and friends, and 
his greetings to kindred societies at Burns’ Festivals 
were greatly appreciated. 

One matter dear to his heart was to see a Scottish 
Battalion of Volunteers or Territorials formed in Man- 
chester, and he took a prominent part in an effort to 
that end in the year 1900. Considerable success 
attended the effort, but the Army Council declined to 
sanction the formation of a new kilted battalion, much 
to the disappointment of Mr. MacLean and his friends. 

On the outbreak of war with Germany in August, 
1914, the Caledonian Association, in conjunction with 
the St. Andrew’s Society of Manchester, again offered 
to raise a Scottish Battalion, to assist the country 
and the Empire in their hour of need, and Mr. MacLean 
was a member of the Joint Committee formed to give 
effect to the offer. This movement appeared to have 
the cordial approval of the War Office for a time, but 
after practically all arrangements had been made, 
and some 1,500 names had been enrolled, the Army 
Council suddenly decided that they were unable to 
accept any more new battalions, and so again Manchester 
Scots were deprived of the pleasure and satisfaction of 
seeing their own Scottish regiment take part in the 
great world struggle for Liberty and Right. But the 
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effort was not altogether in vain, for several famous 
Scottish regiments got to know of it, and applied to 
the Committee for permission to enlist the recruits 
already enrolled for the Manchester Battalion, with 
the result that the two representative Scottish Societies 
contributed over 3,000 men to Scottish regiments—to 
the Royal Scots, the Black Watch, the Gordons, the 
Seaforths, and the Argyll and Sutherland Highlanders. 
In this work Mr. MacLean was again an enthusiast, 
though indifferent health prevented his taking the 
same active part as before, and he was immensely 
proud of the result of the Committee’s efforts. Many 
of the recruits were, of course, well known to him, 
and he kept in close touch with many long after they 
had gone on foreign service. 

Being an ardent follower and admirer of the National 
Bard, and a student of Scottish literature, he was 
naturally actively associated with the movement 
(Ig0I-02) to found a local memorial to Robert Burns. 
This took shape in the organisation of a great Scottish 
Bazaar, to raise funds to endow a bed and a cot ina 
local hospital. The Bazaar was held in October, 1902, 
to ‘‘raise funds to endow a bed in honour of the 
memory of Robert Burns, and a child’s cot in honour 
of the memory of Sir Walter Scott, at the Southern 
Hospital for the Diseases of Women and Children, 
Manchester,” now the St. Mary’s Hospital. The 
Bazaar was held during Mr. Maclean’s year of office as 
President of the Caledonian Association. He was 
himself Convener of the Entertainments Committee, 
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and worked hard and successfully, as did Mrs. MacLean, 
and was chosen a Life Trustee for the Fund raised. 
The work thus begun has since been extended ; another 
cot is now established in the Ancoats Hospital, and 
quite recently the Fund has received a legacy of {500 
from the estate of the late J. T. Blair, Esq., of Man- 
chester. 

The services of Duncan MacLean to the Caledonian 
Association and the Scottish community in Manchester, 
though recognised on various occasions during his life- 
time, were so remarkable and outstanding that it was 
determined to perpetuate his memory by the publication 
of a volume, containing a selection from his poems. 
He was their poet laureate, con amore and ex officio ; 
on every special occasion he had an appropriate poem ; 
he used his gift of song to celebrate the memory of 
Burns, the triumph of a bowling or curling comrade, 
or even to send a Christmas or birthday greeting. He 
was in general request at Burns Dinners to propose 
the Immortal Memory. A keen sportsman, too, he 
enjoyed his game of bowls when the toils of day were 
over. Then he had his own circle of dear and intimate 
friends—his “‘ Cronies,”’ as he loved to call them—who 
used to meet frequently in a city café for cheery con- 
versation and intercourse. | 

He was a good comrade and a sympathetic friend. 
A loyal Presbyterian, too, he was a member of Brunswick 
Street Presbyterian Church, Manchester, of which the 
Rev. W. Rigby Murray was minister for 38 years, 
and took his full share in all its activities, as Sunday 
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School and Bible Class teacher, as Chairman of the 
Management, and latterly, under the ministry of the 
present writer, as a member of Session and Presbytery 
elder; and no man could have rendered more devoted 
service to his Church than he. Church associations 
brought him also into close and intimate contact with 
certain members of the Syrian community in Man- 
chester, in whom he professed to find many affinities 
with the best elements of Scottish character. Then 
he endeared himself to a wide circle of friends and young 
people, by the free use of his poetic gift: birthdays, 
weddings and special occasions would be remembered 
in some gracious, humorous and tactful rhyme, always 
brimming over with kindly feeling and goodwill. A 
selection from these tributes, as typical of his happy 
practice, is included in this volume. 

During the last thirteen years of his life he was a 
martyr to asthma. This distressing complaint robbed 
him of comfort by day and of sleep by night; and yet 
it never mastered him, nor dulled his indomitable 
courage and unfailing good-humour. On the contrary, 
there are many of his poems which we owe to the 
sleepless nights he spent; he would turn to rhyming 
in order to distract his dark hours, and some of such 
verses are among the best he ever wrote. For instance, 
he wrote his brave and cheering poem, ‘‘ What’s the 
use of hugging trouble,’ in the early morning of a 
sleepless night. 

Although an exceedingly busy man, Duncan Maclean 
could always find time for writing. He had been a 
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“scribbler’’ from his ‘“laddie’’ days. In 1880 he 
issued a modest volume of poetry, largely in the Doric 
which he entitled ‘‘ Hamely Rhymes,” from which a 
selection is included here, under the heading “ Early 
Poems.” It was a youthful venture, greatly daring, 
but it reveals evidence of future promise. Since then 
he has been content to be a frequent contributor to 
the ‘‘ Poet’s Columns ”’ of various newspapers. In the 
Oban Times and the Highland Magazine he found outlets 
in which to express his deep sympathy with the dis- 
posessed crofters, and his patriotic fervour. And in the 
Dunoon Herald and Cowal Advertiser, the local newspaper 
of Dunoon, his poems and articles were acceptable, widely 
read, and much enjoyed. Under the nom-de-plume of 
“Jock Findlater’’ he conducted a weekly causerie, 
entitled “ Cracks frae Whinny Knowe,” in which he 
revealed his mastery of easy and trenchant Scottish 
dialect ; his gift of genial, pawky humour; his vivid 
memories of the country-side and its inhabitants; and 
his intense love of Scottish poetry. But the bulk of 
his literary work was in verse, and for the most part 
he was content to adorn the Poet’s Corner of the news- 
papers, with an occasional successful excursion in 
rhyming competitions. He was asked to write the 
opening ode, which was sung by the children of Dunoon 
Grammar School, at the opening of the Dunoon Castle 
Recreation Grounds, in June, 1893. He is also the 
author of quite a number of Scottish Songs, of which, 
perhaps, ‘The Dear Auld Hame” is best known. 
Much of his work, most congenial to his own mind, 
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is of a didactic and religious nature. The longest and 
most important of these is an epic, in the style of 
Milton’s Paradise Lost, which has never been published. 
But whether grave or gay, narrative or lyric, descriptive 
or philosophical, his verse always felicitously expresses 
his thought. What most impresses his editor, at least, 
is his prodigious industry. He has left sufficient material 
for a number of volumes; the present volume only 
professes to be a selection. And to think of it as the 
fruit of the scanty leisure of a busy and pre-occupied 
business man, and a continual sufferer from a distressing 
asthmatic affliction, makes it the more remarkable. 

This Introduction does not venture upon a critical 
appreciation of the verses which follow—they challenge 
the judgment and win approval for themselves. But 
the impressions of an acute reviewer of his writings 
are thus summed up: “He is a pure, pleasing, and 
graceful writer, and all his thoughts are instinct with 
a warm and elevating enthusiasm. His Doric is terse, 
felicitous, and expressive; and while his poems on 
the beauties of nature are in a fine, appreciative vein, 
and full of graphic and picturesque description, we 
find present the natural flow of spontaneity and the 
rhythm full of melody.” 

The contents of this volume have been selected, 
very largely, from printed matter, and readers of the 
Dunoon Herald will no doubt recognise some old 
favourites. Most of the ‘“‘ Personal’’ selections are 
derived from the original manuscripts. 

Duncan MacLean, a modest, Christian gentleman, 
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if ever there was one, held no exaggerated opinion of 
his own abilities and the merit of his verse, but his 
many personal friends will certainly value this per- 
manent record of his efforts to please them, and to 
divert himself. Writing poetry was a pure delight 


to him. 
“I do but sing because I must, 


And pipe but as the linnets sing,” 


would have been his confession, as well as that of the 
writer of “In Memoriam.”’ He was always ready with 
a suitable impromptu when opportunity presented. 
Perhaps his very facility in rhyme was a snare to him, 
one of those “ failings which lean to virtue’s side.” 
It came almost too easily to him to “ lisp in numbers.”’ 
But at his best Duncan Maclean soars to the level of his 
adored master and model, Robert Burns, and that is 
the highest compliment we can pay him. 

His poems are a revelation of his character and 
personality. He was one of the gentlest, truest- 
hearted, kindest, and most generous of men, a leal 
comrade, a devoted husband and father, a lover of 
little children. Though a constant sufferer, tempera- 
mentally he was a cheery, happy mortal. It was his 
business to brighten other people’s lives, to speak a 
word of encouragement to any despondent one, to 
draw out what was best in his fellows by believing the 
best of them. A hopeful, trustful, generous, kindly 
nature like his could not well have an enemy, and his 
gifts and graces won him troops of friends. ‘‘ Dinna 
sigh an’ dinna fret!’ was the motto and practice of 
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his life. Those who knew him best would say that his 
life was itself a poem—a tragedy of suffering, patiently 
borne; a triumph of fortitude, valiantly maintained. 
Duncan MacLean possesses a memorial in this volume, 
which recalls his eager, happy thoughts ; but those who 
were privileged to enjoy the intimacy of the man have 
a memorial in their own hearts. His was a loving, 
gracious, and beautiful soul. 

The Editor begs to acknowledge, with grateful 
thanks, the valuable help he has received in preparing 
this volume for publication from Mrs. Duncan MacLean 
and her daughter, Mrs. James Allpass; from Mr. F. 
Hourani, B.A., in the revision of the proofs and helpful 
suggestions ; and from Mr. J. W. Pearson, for material 
relating to the Caledonian Association, who has also 
revised and brought up to date the Roll of Honour 
appended at the end. 


JOHN RIDDELL. 


4, WOODLANDS, 
VICTORIA PARK, 
MANCHESTER. 


August, 1917. 
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I Wat Ye Noo That I Will Lo’e. 


| WAT ye noo that I will lo’e 
My bright, endearing lassie, O ; 
While birdies sing on lichtsome wing, 
Aboon the stream sae glassie, O. 


For O, my lassie’s young and fair, 
Her smile wi’ love is beaming, O; 

While ilka charm her bosom warm, 
On her I’m aye, aye dreaming, O. 


The gowden sun that glints aboon, 
My lassie’s lock caresses, O ; 
The balmy breezes frae the west 
My sweetheart’s mow’ aye presses, O. 


Were I made king o’ this fair lan’, 
By fickle fortune’s chances, O; 
I’d gladly gi’e my a’ to see 
My lassie’s lovin’ glances, O. 


What were the stars without a night, 
The sun without a morning, O? 
An’ what were I without my dear? 
A thing made fit for scorning, O. 


Then, Minnie, I will lo’e thee while 
This heart of mine is beating, O; 

By birk or brae, where’er I stray, 
Thy lov’d name I’m repeating, O. 


I wat ye noo that I will lo’e 
My bright, endearing lassie, O ; 
While birdies sing on lichtsome wing, 
Aboon the stream sae glassie, O. 
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My Mother. 


O watches me when sick on bed ? 
Who soothes my troubled aching head ? 
Who moves about with cautious tread ? 
My Mother. 


Who prays for me when out at night ? 

Who tries to make me do what’s right ? 

Who keeps me out of many a plight ? 
My Mother. 


Who often has an aching head ? 

Whose heart for me is filled with dread ? 

Who with me’d share her crust of bread ? 
My Mother. 


Who should always get her due? 

To whom I should be staunch and true ? 

From whom do all good things accrue ? 
My Mother. 


Oor Ain Wee Tam. 


OR Wee Tam’s an unca lad, 

Aye, aye lauchin’, blythe, an’ glad ; 
Cheeks like roses bricht an’ fair, 
Guileless heart without a care. 

Cheerie smiles hing roun’ his mou’, 
Fun glints frae his een o’ blue— 
He’s his mither’s dautit lamb, 

Nae bairn like Oor Ain Wee Tam. 


He’s a prattlin’, steerin’ wean, 
Sweeter darlin’ ne’er was seen ; 
White wee bosie, lauchin’ e’e, 

Fills his mither’s heart wi’ glee. 
Winnin’ ways an’ lisping tongue— 
(Bairnie’s praise has ne’er been sung), 
He’s his mither’s sweet pet lamb, 
Nae bairn like Oor Ain Wee Tam. 
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Oor Wee. Tam’s a smilin’ pet, 
Fairer bairn ye canna get ; 
Pattrin’ feeties never still 

Voice wi’ music o’ the rill. 

Sweet as ony flo’er that blaws, 
Purer than the Alpine snaws ; 
May his life be peacefu’, calm— 
Heaven guard Oor Ain Wee Tam ! 


Haud Up Yer Heid. 


"THO glitt’ring gem ye never own, 

Ne’er turn aside tae sigh or groan ; 
For they wha pine shall ne’er succeed, 
E’en try again—haud up yer heid. 


It’s true that hunners may adore 
Some gom’ral coof wi’ gowden store ; 
But honest worth (tak’ tent wha read), 
Is gowd untold—haud up yer heid. 


When gaun tae see some dainty quean, 
Ne’er gloom an’ fret wi’ fancied spleen ; 
But lauch an’ sing, on humour feed, 
If ye wad please—haud up yer heid. 


There is a goal for ev’ry man, 

So let us dae the best we can; 

While here below, the right path lead, 
Be wisdom’s son—haud up yer heid. 


Tho’ bigots gloom wi’ pompous power, . 
‘ Tho’ hope is crushed, e’en for an hour, 
The clouds will pass, light must succeed, 
And hope revive—haud up yer heid, 
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To My Floweret, With a Flower. 


MY bonnie rose, my fairest fair, 

This little flower I send you, 

And trust a’ thing that’s good and rare, 
In bright paths may attend you. 


Treasure this flower, my sweetest sweet, 
And wear it next your heart; 

For it is choice, and chaste, and neat, 
And of yourself a part. 


I love this flower, but not so well 
As you, my floweret fair ; 

For in your eyes there is a spell 
I cannot find elsewhere. 


You, like the flower, are pure and true, 
Sweet gem of Nature’s art ; 

And, oh, the riches I would sue, 
Is to twine round your heart. 


An Auld Scots Sang. 


H, weel I wat, I lo’e to hear 
A witchin’ doric rhyme, 
It soun’s sweet music in my ear, 
Its language is sublime. 
A hamely lay, a guid auld sang, 
Will always bear the gree ; 
Then lilt, oh, lilt, baith loud and lang, 
An Auld Scot’s Sang tae me. 


There’s something in the dear, dear strain, 
That gangs richt tae the heart ; 

It wafts us back tae days lang gane, 
When we were sweirt tae part. 
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My mither sang sweet doric lays 
When I was at her knee; 

Then by ‘‘ Oor bonnie wuds and braes,’’ 
An Auld Scot’s Sang for me. 


The thrilling, melting, rippling sangs, 
Oh sing them owre an’ owre, 

For, oh, they bring tae my lone heart, 
A sweet and soothing power. 

A trancing charm’s in ilka strain, 
Wi routh o’ pawky glee ; 

Then sing, an’ sing, an’ sing again, 
The Auld Scot’s Sangs tae me. 


Spring. 


[ MtLe flow’rets, sweetly springing, 
Joyous warblers gaily singing, 
Mirth and gladness richly bringing, 
Tell us Spring is here. 


Crystal waters flowing lightly, 

Golden sunbeams glancing brightly, 

Ev’rything, both choice and sightly, 
Tell us Spring is here. 


Balmy breezes in the morning, 

Beauty, nature fair adorning, 

Light and sunshine, darkness scorning, 
Tell us Spring is here. 


Prattling streamlets, diamonds glancing, 
Fragrant blossoms, quite entrancing, 
Little lambkins frisking, dancing, 

Tell us Spring is here. 
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Burns. 
SONNET. 


"Ts true thou’rt dead, and yet thou’lt never die 
Within the breasts of men. That power of song 

With which thou charmed the world is still as strong 

As when thou gav’st it birth. No feeble son 

Of song wer’t thou ; for why, no pictured dream 

Of pomp or pride e’er mingled with thy theme— 

Thou ranked the Peer and Cottar all as one. 

Oh, peerless bard of song! oh, noble soul! 

The world owes thee debt it cannot pay ; 

And now that thou hast gone to that far goal 

Of which thou sang with melting, soothing power, 

All that I’d humbly ask, is but to lay 

Upon thy shrine this modest little flower 

Of love, while tears of sorrow dim my eye. 


Tannahill. 
SONNET. 


GWEEI gifted son of song, I would that I 
Could only write thy praises as I ought, 

For if by inspiration I was taught 

I'd sing till tears would drop from ev’ry eye. 

Pure-hearted poet thou, thy strains have fire 

That never will burn out, and yet thy power 

Was not in lofty praise; the little flower 

That bloomed alone was subject for thy lyre. 

Sweet poet of the heart, what bard could write 

Like thee ? Thy strains have brought tears to the eyes 

Of those who never wept before. Oh, bright 

And tender-hearted son of song, thy power 

Is felt by all; thy sweet gems are a prize 

That far exceed in value prince’s dower. 
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Ferguson. 
SONNET. 


ISFORTUNE’S bard, thou went and left us when 
Thy bud of power was bursting forth. Oh, sad 

To think that one so ripe with genius had 
To meet with blighting taunts from sons of men. 
Thou wert misfortune’s son ; but sure thy pen 
Gave to the cruel world more than was their due ; 
Thou stirred them with thy strains so choice and true, 
And yet they were unkind to thee. Again, 
Aye and again, they spurned thy power, and now 
That thou art dead, they mourn o’er thee as one 
Who was their dearest friend—around thy brow 
They’d like to weave the flowers of peace and love. 
Oh, hollow world! Dear soul, thy race was run 
In midst of adverse storm. All’s calm above! 


The Doric Tongue. 


O#: gi’e tae me the Doric tongue, 
It sets my heart in lowe, 

Its touchin’ numbers far excel 
A’ ither tongues I trow. 

When sittin’ by my cozy fire, 
I ask nae ither boon 

Than jist tae lilt a hamely sang, 
Or hum a lowly croon. 


A witchin’, ripplin’, sparklin’ flow 
Comes frae a Scottish strain, 

Its gleesome, lichtsome, cantie spring 
Mak’s auld fowks young again. 

When far awa’, ‘mang foreign climes, 
A Scotsman hears thae lays, 

He’s wafted back in gowden dreams 
Tae his dear native braes. 
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Oh dinna droon the Doric tongue, 
Oh, dinna spurn its power— 

The language that oor mithers sung 
When they were in their flower. 
The hamely Doric’s ‘boon a’ praise, 

It flows as sweet’s a rill, 
Is stamped upon immortal lays 
By Burns an’ Tannahill. 


A Canty Quean. 


A CANTY quean, baith douce an’ bien, 
The sweetest ere I saw, man; 
Cam’ trippin’ by, wi’ lauchin’ eye, 
An’ stole my heart awa’, man. 


Oh, she was fair, beyond compare, 
Her locks were like the craw, man; 
Her heart was true, an’ sweet her mow’, 
I wat ye she was braw, man. 


Her lauchin’ e’e beamed love on me, 
An’ gart me fidge an’ claw, man; 

I glowered an’ itched, like yin bewitched, 
But couldna’ rin awa’, man, 


Her silv’ry voice made me rejoice, 
Her bosom was the snaw, man; 

I clasped the lass (but let that pass), 
An’ snatched a kiss or twa, man. 


But bide a wee, let me be slee, 
Fegs, I’ll consult the law, man; 

Then mak’ her mine, syne roon her twine, 
An’ guard my rose fw’ braw, man. 


A canty quean, wi’ sparklin’ een, 
An’ heart withoot a flaw, man; 

Is better far than diamond star, 
Or ony fickle braw, man. 
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Dearest Minnie Smiles on Me. 


HO’ wintry win’s aroon’ me blaw, 
The feint a hair I care ava; 
For sure my heart is filled with glee, 
Since dearest Minnie smiles on me. 


The snaw-white wreath upon the hill, 
The ice upon the babbling rill, 

Are nought but sweets—a’s bright I see, 
Since dearest Minnie smiles on me. 


Altho’ my pouch be toom an’ bare, 
What tho’ my heart be crushed wi’ care, 
A’ warldly thochts tak’ wings an’ flee, 
Since dearest Minnie smiles on me. 


The belted knight wha proodly blaws 
Aboot his lands an’ costly ha’s, 

Is just a coof compared wi’ me, 
Since dearest Minnie smiles on me. 


My warldly riches are but sma’, 
Yet I am blessed aboon them a’, 
For, oh, my heart is filled wi’ glee, 
Since dearest Minnie smiles on me. 


My riches, freen’s, which are untold, 
Can ne’er be bought wi’ trashy gold, 
Sae a blythe chiel I’ll always be, 
While dearest Minnie smiles on me. 
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Biddy Mulloy. 


"THERE lives in the midst of a swate little town, 
A maiden of virtue and boundless renown, 
Who, when she spake, made me tremble wid joy— 

For a swate, charming damsel is Biddy Mulloy. 


Some delight for to hear a great rabble and noise, 
Made by a lot of swate rollicking boys ; 

But the thing that delights this broth of a boy 

Is a blink from the orbs of swate Biddy Mulloy. 


Och, sure, I don’t flatter when I call her a darling, 
Wid a neck like a swan, and a voice like a starling ; 
Wid a heart full of love, so artless and coy 

Is the purty young damsel—swate Biddy Mulloy. 


The darling young crature is swate as she’s young, 
Her accents like warblers the green trees among ; 
Dear heart, sure I love her—she’s my soul’s first joy, 
Is the matchless young damsel—swate Biddy Mulloy. 


She’s as full of fun as an egg’s full of mate, 

And sure she’s a smile that’s bewitching and swate ; 
And death to the spalpeen who e’er would annoy 
The peace of my darling—swate Biddy Mulloy. 


She’s a strapping young damsel, so mirthful and funny, 
Wid plenty of wit, and plenty of money ; 

Wid courage to equal the gallant Rob Roy, 

Has this charming young damsel—swate Biddy Mulloy. 


But sure it is rumoured (maybe you’ve heard the same), 
That very soon Biddy’s going to change her fair name; 
Wid Patrick, her darling, a broth of a boy, 

She’ll soon be M’Somebody, but no longer Mulloy. 


Sure I wish her good luck in her new sphere of life, 
And I’m sure Biddy will make an iligant wife ; 
While Patrick, her darling’s, a broth of a boy— 
Sure I wish them success and a cupful of joy. 
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The Modest Mien. 
Tune: ‘‘ A Man’s a Man for a’ That.”’ 


CGE tae the peer his haughty sneer, 
His pompous airs, an’ a’ that, 

His rowth o’claes, wi’ fashion’s blaze, 
His rank, his lan’s, and a’ that; 

His a’s but stoor, when yon fair flo’er, 
Wi’ nature’s charms, an’ a’ that, 

Comes ’cross the lea, wi’ lovin’ e’e, 
Wi’ modest mien, an’ a’ that. 


Chorus - 

Wi’ winnin’ smile an’ gracefu’ style, 
Fu’ douce, fu’ bien, an’ a’ that; 
Wi’ snaw-white broo, an’ rosy mou’, 
I trow she’s queen, an’ a’ that. 


This warl wad be a mystery, 
A wilderness, an’ a’ that, 
If we ne’er saw a lassie braw, 
Wi’ lichtsome gait, an’ a’ that, 
Gowd may be fine, a’maist divine, 
Wi’ its glitt’rin’ glare, an’ a’ that ; 
But gie tae me the lassie wi’ 
The modest mien, an’ a’ that. 


Wi’ winnin’ smile, &c. 


The miser owre his fancied power 
May sit, may gloat, an’ a’ that, 
He kens na this, that man’s true bliss 
Is in the jauds, an’ a’ that. 
Give him his gowd that speaketh loud, 
His treasured trash, an’ a’ that ; 
But gie tae me the lassie wi’ 
The modest mien an’ a’ that. 


Wi’ winnin’ smile, &c. 


It 
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The Days of Yore. 


Hct above the sun is beaming, 
Rays of light on this earth streaming, 
Whilst I’m sitting, idly dreaming 
On the golden days of yore— 
Days when joy and peace were teeming 
In young hearts that are no more. 


Birds around are sweetly singing, 

Mirth and joy and brightness bringing, 

Whilst my thoughts are sadly clinging 
To the golden days of yore— 

Days when hope and love were springing 
In young hearts that are no more. 


Doubts and glooms are under hiding, 
Hope my frail bark now is guiding, 
And I’m calmly, sweetly gliding 
Towards that happy, peaceful shore— 
Where ’mongst friends there’s no dividing— 
Friends we loved in days of yore. 


The Fairest O’ A’. 
Tune: ‘“‘ Come Under my Plaidie.”’ 


‘THE sweet flo’rets springin’, the wee warblers singin’, 


Are fragrant, are happy, are guileless and braw, 


An’ yon babblin’ burnie, that loups on its journey, 


Sings music fu’ sweet by ilk meadow an’ shaw. 


But when I met Minnie, wi’ breath sweet as hinnie, 


Wi’ cheeks like the roses, an’ breist like the snaw, 


I vowed that ilk feature, wis sae stamped by nature, 


As made Minnie Donald the fairest 0’ a’. 
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The red lipped gowan, by burnside that’s growin’, 
Is modest an’ bonnie, is meekness an’ a’, 

An’ yon lav’rock trillin’, far, far, ’boon the hillin’, 
Has sweetness, an’ brightness, an’ mirth at its ca’ ; 
But still that’s as naething, compared wi’ my ae thing, 
My gowden-haired lassie, wi’ blink like the daw ; 
The sun may shine clearly, an’ songsters sing dearly, 

But blythe Minnie Donald’s the fairest o’ a’. 


The rose on the mountain, the bell by the fountain, 
An’ ither bricht gems by ilk cottage an’ a’, 

A’ hing their heids sadly, whan my Minnie gladly 
Is seen wi’ the sparkle o’ healtb, trig an’ braw, 

Her heart is aye reamin’ wi’ love that is teemin’, 
The choicest an’ purest wi’ never a flaw, 

An’ a’ those that meet her, they ne’er saw a sweeter 
Than blythe Minnie Donald, the fairest o’ a’. 


I trow she is fairer, mair precious an’ rarer 
Than diamond or jewel, baith sparklin’ an’ braw ; 
An’ sure she’s aye smilin’, this fond heart beguilin’, 
I'll ne’er be at peace till she’s mine by the law ; 
When at her I’m glancin’, my heart aye keeps dancin’, 
I stutter an’ stammer—I’m just like tae fa’ ; 
She’s sae blythe an’ bonnie, that ilk freen an’ crony 
Says dear Minnie Donald’s the fairest o’ a’. 


Gae mete oot yer treasures wi’ unstinted measures, 
I carena for riches that sune flee awa’ ; 
Gie me my bewitcher, an’ then I'll be richer 
Than ony big noble in palace or ha’. 
For tho’ gowd is bonnie, an’ socht for by monie, 
It ne’er can bring solace tae my heart ava ; 
But here’s a douce chappie wad be unca happy 
Wi’ blythe Minnie Donald—the fairest 0’ a’. 
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The Queerest Callan m Oor Toon. 


RE leeves a callan in our toon, 

An unca droll, camsteery loon ; 
Whaur he cam’ frae nae yin can tell— 
I question if he kens himsel’. 
It maiters little, hoo or when 
The loon cam’ there, but this I ken, 
He is as queer and quaint a chiel, 
As ere had dealin’s wi’ the deil. 


His pawky ways, an’ supple tongue, 

Sune made him freens wi’ auld an’ young, 
For, losh, the chap is won’rous queer, 

An’ kent for glegness, far an’ near. 

It’s no but what, like ither fowks, 

He’ll crack a nit, as well as jokes, 

But then, the things that he can dae 

Is ’neuch tae mak’ yer hair turn gray. 


He has a wee bit shop, ma freens, 

Whaur ye'll get ocht, frae birds tae preens, 
An’ bools, an’ bats, an’ hats, an’ ba’s, 

Are kept within his won’rous wa’s ; 

An’ girs, an’ hooks, an’ crooks, an’ hair, 
Cley pipes an’ soap, an’ earthenware, 
Bricht matches, catches for the dress, 

An’ muckle mair ye winna guess. 


An’ tapes, an’ strings, an’ rings fu’ braw, 
An’ widden monkeys in a raw, 

An’ rules, an’ cools, an’ printed sarks, 
Alang wi’ twa three whusslin’ larks ; 

An’ pictures, *bacca, kames an’ brush, 
An’ ointment that will cure the rush, 
An’ traps an’ caps, a’ queer-like things, 
Within the wa’s o’ this chiel hings. 
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An’ buiks an’ huiks are stored aroon 
The wee bit shelves o’ this queer loon, 
An’ pokers, chokers, studs, an’ gless, 
An’ gie queer bottles in a press, 

An’ dowgs, an’ rats, an’ cats, an’ mice ; 
A spunkie, on a blacksmith’s vice, 

A tailor’s goose, wi’ shears an’ spears, 
An’ mair tae mak’ us grue wi’ fears. 


An’ scents, an’ dolls, an’ lambs’ an’ a’, 
An’ baskets, caskets, bricht an’ braw, 
An’ broaches, earin’s (rale guid stuff), 
Alang wi’ ink, an’ famous snuff ; 

An’ boats, an’ goats, an’ ilka thing, 
Frae cages tae a bairnie’s swing ; 
Likewise, the hors o’ an auld ewe, 
Within his wa’s are stored, I trow. 


There’s creels, an’ wheels, an’ reels’ an’ a’, 
Alang wi’ jugs an’ mugs fu’ braw, 

An’ rugs, wi’ dowgs warked in wi’ taste, 
An’ jewels that a queen hae graced ; — 
An’ taps, an’ maps, an’ draps o’ drink, 
That gar a callan sough and wink ; 

Wi’ this, an’ that, an’ muckle mair, 

The callan hauds his fancy fair. 


An’ then, there’s nocht he canna dae, 
Frae makin’s picks tae cuttin’ hay ; 

An’ losh, ma freens, as sure’s ye’re chaps, 
I’ve seen the birkie makin’ traps 

For catchin’ mice, an’ rats as weel 

(It gart ma brain in wunner reel) ; 

But fegs, I a’mist went clean gyte 

When he ance made a muckle kite. 
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Freens, if ye want a sheep’s heid singed, 
Or if ye want yer auld doors hinged, 
You've nocht tae dae but jist come doon 
Tae the queer callan in oor toon. 

He’ll mak’ a key, or pick a lock, 

Or train a fechtin’ bantam cock ; 

He’ll dance a jig, or sing a sang, 

Or sort a pump that’s lost its fang. 


He’ll cut yer hair, or shave yer face— 
He kens the science o’ Jem Mace; 
He’ll men’ umbrellas by the score, 
He'll cut a fiddle oot a door. 

Wi’ this, an’ that, an’ muckle mair, 
Tae mention, which I dinna care ; 
But as I wish tae tell ye a’ 

The chiel has some conceit o’ law. 


He’ll grind yer knives, he'll men’ yer forks, 
He’ll mak the finest hame-made corks ; 
He’ll souther pots an’ pans wi’ taste, 

He'll mak’ a widden man two-faced ; 

He’ll draw a picture—or a cairt— 

In fac’, the callan has the airt 

For daein’ a’ the queer nick-nacks— 

In truth, I kenna what he lacks. 


He'll men’ a watch or eight-day clock, 
He'll knit a garter or a sock; 

He’ll cure the tithache—if he can— 
In fac’, he is a won’rous man. 

But losh, its no in man tae say 

The wunners that this chiel can dae ; 
He’ll shave a monkey or a boar, 

Or join in ony randum splore. 
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There’s nocht, I think, beneath the sky, 
That this slee birkie winna try ; 

For tho’ I say’t, I say’t wi’ grace, 

He’s got a queer auld-fashioned face. 
He'll pit a haunle in a broom, 

He’ll mak’ hair oil wi’ choice perfume ; 
In broken knives he’ll pit new blades, 
My sang! the chiel has fifty trades. 


He kens weird tales o’ ballad lore, 

An’ deeds that hae been done o’ yore ; 
He’ll tell as glib, as glib can be— 

I doot the chiel’s a wizard’s e’e ; 

He'll polish up an auld meerschaum, 
He’ll cure a lass wha’s ta’en a dwaum— 
In fac’, I think if he wad try 

He’d mak’ the deil wi’ sorrow cry. 


Twad gar ye lauch tae see the loon 
Preparin’ a great big balloon, 

An’, losh keep me! I thought Id sink, 
As oot o’ soo’s bluid he made ink. 
There’s naething that he winna try, 
Frae makin’ puns tae makin’ dye— 
Guid guide us a’, without a doot, 

He’d mak’ a paper oot a’ cloot. 


Noo, freens, I'll stop, but no for want 
O’ plenty tae. prolong ma rant ; 

For I could write for oors an’ oors 
Aboot the walth o’ this chiel’s po’ers ; 
For he can mak’ the drollest pills 
Each certified tae cure a’ ills; 

In fac’, there’s nocht aboot the toon 
Can come amiss tae this queer loon. 
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Pro Rege, Lege, et Grege. 


WA’ wi’ drink, aye shun the brink 
Whaur lurks the fowler’s snare ; 
The fatal cup sucks virtue up, 
An’ nips the chaste an’ fair. 


It chases gleams frae gowden dreams, 
It blights oor path through life ; 

It stirs up foes, syne leads tae blows, 
Grief, anguish, woe an’ strife. 


Oh, dire an’ fell, go, mark it well, 
An’ spurn the fatal cup ; 

For he is wise in great God’s eyes 
Who never takes it up. 


The poor, the rich—I carena which, 
I warn them tae beware 

Of that fell foe, wi’ gaudy show, 
Wha seeks the truth tae snare. 


The husband drinks—frae hame he shrinks, 
Tae droon his great remorse ; 

The puir wife pines, syne droops an’ dwines, 
A victim tae the curse. 


The bairnies sma’, noo left by a’, 
Puir waifs upon life’s stream, 

Frae bad tae worse, imbibe the curse, 
An’ sae ends their life’s dream. 


Oh, drink! oh, drink! whene’er I think 
Upon thy fearful doin’, 

I pray tae God tae shun the road 
That leads man tae his ruin. 


Then let us pray that that bricht day 
Is comin’ swift an’ sure, 

When ilka carl in this braid warl 
Frae drink shall be secure. 


POEMS. 
Be Sober. 


BE sober, an’ yer min is clear, 

Tak’ drink, an’ ye’ve nae min’ ava; 
Be sober, an’ yer heart is bricht, 

Tak’ drink, it sune turns black’s the craw. 
Be sober, an’ ye’ll haud yer ain, 

Tak’ drink, an’ ye’ll ha’e nocht tae haud ; 
Be sober, an’ ’twill help tae keep 

Ye always in the narrow road. 


Let Topers Sing. 


L¥? topers sing o’ beer an’ wine, 

E’en let them sing o’ whisky ; 

I’ll choose a theme—a theme divine— 
An’ yin that’s far less risky. 


Gae, fill me up a reamin’ jug 
O’ pure an’ sparklin’ water, 

Syne smash yer waesome tipplin’ mugs, 
An’ droon yer noise an’ clatter. 


Preserve us a’ what’s in a stoup, 
A stoup o’ steamin’ brandy 
Tae gar a callan dance an’ loup 

Like ony touzie randy. 


There’s naething in’t but broken heids, 
An’ mony a daft plisky, 

An’ deil befa’ the black misdeeds 
That hang aroon the whisky. 


There’s naething in’t but sighs an’ tears, 
There’s naething in’t but braggin’, 

There’s naething in’t but thorns an’ briers 
That fond hearts aye are jaggin’. 


19 


20 


POEMS. 


A waefu’ stoup’s the whisky stoup, 
The bane o’ want an’ ruin; 

An’ hopefu’ youth will get a coup 
When this fause path pursuin’. 


Sae, if ye want an empty purse, 
Forbye an empty dwellin’, 

Then up like mad an’ drain the curse, 
Ne’er heed what I am tellin’. 


But if ye wad be brisk an’ free, 
Leal-hearted, blythe, an’ frisky ; 

I wish tae tell ye, ance for a’, 
Ye maun gi’e up the whisky. 
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MEMORIES OF DUNOON. 


Dunoon. 


"THERE is no spot in all the world, 

I love so much as thee, Dunoon! 

Where o’er thy hills with locks unfurled, 
I romped a wild untutor’d loon. 


The dreams that stirred my bosom then, 
Were tinged with rainbow colours till 
I found a glamour in each glen, 
And melody in every rill. 


And if my strange chaotic dreams, 
Have vanished with the passing years, 
My soul still hugs ennobling themes, 
Tho’ crushed with grief and drowned with tears. 


A something still remains within 

My throbbing heart to let me know, 
The golden palaces of sin, 

Are hovels ’fore Love’s tender glow. 


And in the gloaming of my days, 
When shadows lengthen in the glen, 
I still am humming lilting lays, 
That bring the Lord within my ken. 


The wild, inspiring dream of fame, 
Has vanished like a tale that’s told ; 

Still to my cheek there comes a flame, 
When dreaming of these days of old. 
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I hear the Balgie as it sings, 
Its soul entrancing song divine ; 
It to my heart a message brings, 
That links me up with ‘auld lang syne.”’ 


There are no dreams so sweet and fair, 
As those that thrilled us long ago, 
When in this world, devoid of care, 
Our lives were like the streamlet’s flow. 


There is no spot in all the earth, 

To be compared with thee, Dunoon ; 
Fair as a holy thought at birth, 

My soul would ask no richer boon. 


My Childhood’s Home. 


Parr as a lovely woman in her grace, 
And beauteous as a bride in white attire, 
And happy as the woodlands singing choir, 
That brings a gleam of joy to every face, 
Bright as the beauty that we fondly trace, 
Within the charming petals of the rose, 
Choice as the streamlet’s song as on it flows, 
And perfect as the fretwork of rich lace, 
And dearer far than all wild dreams of gold, 
And richer than the wealth of richest mine, 
With all the magic witchery of old, 
That thrilled our hearts with thoughts all but divine, 
My childhood’s home, the village by the sea, 
That held, still holds, a powerful charm for me. 
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The Bonnie Braes O’ Hame. 


HERE’S a something mair than glory in the music 
o’ the stream, 
That can thrill an auld man’s fancy an’ can mak’ a 
veesion gleam ; 
There’s a glamour far excelling a’ the sparkle o’ much 
fame. 
In the soul-enriching beauty o’ the bonnie braes o’ hame. 


There’s a ied an’ a treasure that the warld can 
never gi 

In the sabbin’ o’ the streamlet an’ the soughin’ o’ the sea ; 

But the glory that can thrill me, and set my heart aflame, 

Is the mem’ry o’ the grandeur o’ the bonnie braes o’ hame. | 


The purple heather springing, and the liltin’ lay’rock’s 


sang, 

I can see and hear this minute, and wi’ veesions I am 
thrang ; 

And an ocean o’ affection, that is neither cauld nor tame, 

Mak’s me cling wi’ joy unceasing to the bonnie braes 
o’ hame. 


But dinna think I grumble, tho’ my lot is far awa, 

Frae the music o’ the Balgie, as it sings by birk an’ shaw ; 
My heart is singing daily, yet I’m shair ye canna blame, 
If in fancy still I’m rinnin’ owre the bonnie braes o’ hame. 
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Why Am I Sad? 


WHY am I sad while all the world seems gay ? 
Why do I sigh while sunbeams bright and golden 
Flash in the morn, upon the Brow of Day 
Like sparkling gems, or mem’ries prized tho’ olden ? 
Ah, ’tis because I dream of faces gone, 
And I am left bereft to muse alone. 


The pulsing stream shines bright to-day as when 
The flush of youth set all my veins a-dancing ; 
The wizard touch is still in Morag’s glen, 
And Nature’s charm the same, nor less entrancing ; 
But ah, I miss the friends of long ago, 
And that is why my spirits are so low. 


The old familiar home may be the same, 

The songsters, too, with gladness still be singing, 
‘And all around rich Beauty’s golden flame 

To tender hearts a gift of comfort bringing ; 
But ah, to me, the dream is warped with tears, 
Because I miss the friends of boyhood’s years. 


The grand historic castle as of yore 
Looks out upon a vision full of beauty ; 

The Bulwood, too, that charmed me to the core, 
And often lightened up the path of duty 

Is doubtless still as sweet ; but ah, poor me, 

I look in vain for forms I never see. 


Dear home of youth that nestles by the sea, 
I sit and dream, my dreams all tinged with sorrow ; 
And tho’ my love will never part from thee, 
I often sigh and long for some to-morrow 
When I may meet and greet with kindling eye 
The old familiar friends of days gone by. 
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The Dearest Spot. 


"THE dearest spot on earth to me 
Is just the spot where I was born, 

The village by the sobbing sea 

Can never from my soul be torn ; 
For ’mid the glamour and the glare 

I prize it more than earthly fame, 
Because my heart is anchored there— 

The dearest spot on earth is hame. 


The dream of loud ambition may 
Bring to the soul some wild desire, 
May lure sweet fancy from the way 
And blind the light from freedom’s fire ; 
But still I hug within my breast 
A mem’ry bright as virtue’s flame, 
A star that shines above the rest 
To light me to my laddie hame. 


v 

The crowning glory of the Bay, 

The bright enchantment of each glen, 
Can never from my mem’ry stray, 

E’en ’mid the bustling rush of men ; 
My longing soul goes rushing out, 

Like some wild thing time cannot tame, 
Entranced with glee I fain would shout 

The praises of my laddie hame. 


Tho’ dismal clouds are clust’ring round, 
And health has left this frame of mine, 

Mine eyes are lifted from the ground 
While dreaming fondly of lang syne. 

A gleam of sunshine, ’mid the gloom, 
Like spotless angel, sweetly came 

To consecrate my little room 
And waft me to my laddie hame. 


25 


26 


POEMS. 


The dearest spot on earth to me 
Is just the spot where I was born, 
Like priceless pearl from out the sea, 
Or maiden’s glance at smiling morn. 
The dear familiar cradle where 
My childish fancy was aflame,— 
My storm-tossed soul is anchored there— 
The dearest spot on earth is hame. 


Can I Forget ? 
CAN I forget the charming haunts of yore 


That thrilled my soul with wild ecstatic dreams, 


And flashed athwart mine eyes a golden store, 
Clear as the tinkling song of running streams ? 

Oh! hallowed scenes, I feel thy glamour yet, 
And that is why I never can forget. 


Can I forget the Balgie as it slips 

Thro’ beds of greenest moss to meet the sea 
Where oft’ mid flow’ring whin the wild bee sips 

Ambrosial fare, and life was full and free ? 
Oh! visions of the past, I’m in thy debt, 

And while life lasts I never can forget. 


Can I forget the magic of the glen 
When Morag’s fairy beauty casts a spell 
And captures, like a wizard, souls of men, 
Who feel a power no tongue of man can tell ? 
Oh! boyhood’s haunt, sweet as the mignonette, 
And do you ask me still can I forget ? 


Can I forget the place that gave me birth ? 

The shrine of sacred mem’ries that I love, 
The fairest, rarest, dearest spot on earth, 

That lifts my soul with thanks to God above ? 
Can I forget—not till time’s sun shall set, 

To rise no more for me, can I forget. 
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MY riches are na centred in the glamour o’ a mine, 
My veesion isna dazzled wi’ the luscious glow o’ 


wine, 

Nor dae I seek for pleesure, ’mid the giddy heights. 
o’ fame, 

But I lo’e to woo a loesome spot, the spot that’s kent 
as hame. 


Oh, sweet content abideth in a bonnie windin’ dell, 
Wi’ the gowan an’ the rowan, an’ the heather’s purple 


An’ far aboon a’ ferlies, fit to set my heart aflame, 
Are the sacred cherished memories that dwall aroun’ 
my hame. 


When youth was loupin’ freely, ’mang the heather on 
the hills, 

My een were like the sparkle that the sun gaed to the 
rills, 

An’ heaven then seemed nearer, and my soul had but 


ae aim, 
When like the Shetland pownie I wad scamper roun’ 
my hame. ' 


The warl’ has warped my wisdom, yet the sacred dream 
o’ youth, 

I hug like miser’s treasure, an’ it brings me joy forsooth ; 

An’ flauntin’, fleetin’ fancies, tho’ counted as high 
game, 

Can never haud a candle to the joys o’ dear auld hame. 


I fain wad be a laddie, tho’ my pow is gettin’ white, 

I fain wad catch a veesion that has vanished in the 
night, 

The warl’ may seek its pleasure ’mid the giddy heights 
o’ fame, 

But I lo’e to woe a loesome spot, the spot that’s kent 
as hame. 
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My Laddie Hame. 
[™ awa frae hame in a fremmit land, 
And it’s oh, but my heart is sair, 
For the dear auld hoose by the babblin’ strand, 
That, alas! I may see nae mair. 
The glamour o’ walth may licht in the breast 
O’ ithers a haly flame, 
But the jewel o’ love that I lo’e best 
Is shrined in the hert o’ hame. 


The hame o’ my boyhood, bonnie an’ bricht, 
Like a gem thro’ the mist is seen, 

And my mither’s face wi’ its haly licht, 
Brings the saut tears to my een. 

She has wede awa frae the sturt an’ strife 
To a land wi a bonnie name, 

Yet my hert goes oot for a glimpse o’ life, 
That I kent roun’ the dear auld hame. 


There are nichts when I dream the Balgie sings, 
Like a mither to her bairn, 

And my soul grows grit wi’ the joy that brings, 
A tear frae the heart o’ airn. 

And frae oot my hert o’ herts I cry, 
Wi’ a longin’ I daurna name, 

That the blackie may cheer me ere I die 
On the braes o’ my laddie hame. 


A Lover’s Sang. 


Wirt ye gang wi’ me, dear lassie, 
To yon bonnie stream fu’ glassie, 
Whaur the Balgie wimples sweetly to the clear an’ 
siller sea, 
Whaur the heather bells are blawin’, 
An’ the moorland birds are ca’in’ 
To their rae while gaily trystin’ by yon bonnie heather 
lea 
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Will ye gang wi’ me, dear lassie, 
To yon knowe sae saft an’ grassy, 
Whaur the Balgie ripples clearer than the music o’ a bell, 
Whaur the moon is glintin’ finely, 
An’ the starbeams blink divinely, 
An’ I'll tell ye o’ a secret that nae ither tongue can tell ? 


Sae ye’ll come wi’ me, dear lassie, 
Then I'll drain a siller tassie, 
To the beauty o’ the Balgie, an’ the love licht in your e’e, 
An’ I'll rowe ye in my plaidie, 
An’ fu’ fain I’d sit beside ye, 
While I whisper love’s sweet message that is dear to 
you an’ me. 


Beautiful Dunoon. 


|? may be so, I cannot say, 
The whirligig of Time, 

Is clouding thoughts that once were gay, 
When Youth was in its prime ; 

But be the change whate’er it may, 
I hum the same old tune, 

By night and day, at work or play, 
The echo is Dunoon. 


Bright Fancy has a golden power — 
That wafts me back again, 

To youthful haunts beneath the bower. 
In Morag’s Fairy Glen. 

And sunny mem’ries linger near, 
Sweet as a warbler’s tune, 


And every whisper that I hear 
Is wondrous like Dunoon 
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The busy hum of city life 
Is ever in my ear; 
And yet in midst of all the strife 
A lovely song I hear: 
A something that I learned lang syne, 
A soul-enriching tune ; 
And sure the echo of each line 
Is beautiful Dunnoon. 


I see it now as plain as when, 
A merry-hearted boy, 

I rambled thro’ sweet Morag’s Glen 
With nothing to annoy. 

And tho’ since then the world and I 
Have oft been out of tune, 

My heart aye beats in unison 
With wonderful Dunoon. 


Ah! there are riches that the world 
Can never, never know, 

In every nook and brawling brook 
I courted long ago. 

The gleam of gold may give to some 
A soul-absorbing boon, 

But give to me the sparkling sea 
And beautiful Dunoon. 


Oh! blame me not, because I write 
The language of my heart ; 

The dream of youth is ever bright, 
Tho’ many years apart. 

Then be my lot where’er it may, 

‘Mid sunshine or typhoon, 

My latest thought shall float away 
To centre in Dunoon. 
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Loskin Braes. 
O#! Dunloskin braes are bonnie, 
When the gowden tinted sun 
Casts a halo rich as ony 

Ever seen since time begun ; 
And when Nature, like a maiden, 

Wi’ a clear and lauchin’ face, 
Keeks oot wi’ beauty laden, 

Clean transformin’ a’ the place ; 
Then my heart grows fain wi’ pleasure, 
And I lilt a hamely measure 
To the fair and peerless treasure 

That is found on Loskin braes. 


Oh! Dunloskin braes are pretty, 
When the simmer days are fine, 
When far frae the murky city 
Ye catch glints ye wadna tine. 
Whaur the burnie bickers clearer, 
Than a diamond bright an’ braw, 
An’ fair heaven aye seems nearer, 
Though we ken ’tis far awa. | 
Then my heart is aye, aye singing, 
Tho’ I feel the tear drap springing, 
Yet wi hope I’m fondly clinging 
To the joys on Loskin braes. 


Oh! Dunloskin braes are sweeter 
Than the honey frae the kame, 
Whaur the dappled gowan’s neater 
Than a jewel ye could name. 

. When the settin’ sun is radiant 
Wi’ a splendour a’ its ain, 
And the modest flowers are fragrant 
And the warld is free frae pain ; 
Then my heart is licht as ony, 
Whaur wi’ Nature for my crony, 
I muse on beauty bonnie 
That is shrined on Loskin braes. 
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Sunset Thoughts at Loch Loskin. 


THE setting sun lit up with grace 

The beauty of sweet Nature’s face, 
When by the “ Lily Pool” I stood 
And watched each weird and changing mood. 


The glowing tints around the hills, 

The lilting music of the rills, 

Transformed the spot to fairy ground, 

Where Peace and Love were born and crowned. 


And strange bewild’ring thoughts took birth 
Within my soul, as mother earth 

Appeared so sweet, so fair, and mild, 

Like mother o’er her sleeping child. 


And ’mid a scene that I knew well, 
My soul would fain this message tell, 
The charm of nature can eclipse, 

The wealth that comes in mighty ships. 


And by the Loskin’s limpid pool, 

I’m once again a lad at school, 

And surging thoughts come rushing up 
To leave a sunbeam in my cup. 


And all alone—yet not alone— 
I have a friend in ev'ry stone; 
And ev'ry bower and fringing tree 
Can speak a tale of love to me. 


The setting sun is all aglow, 

And faces that I used to know 

Come through the haze to cheer my soul, 
Tho’ far apart as Pole from Pole. 


And here I find a blissful peace, 

A ‘“ Kingdom’s Wealth ’’ could not increase, 
Fair “ Lily Pool,” sweetheart divine, 

’Tis here my soul would make its shrine. 
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Dunoon Revisited. 


ROMANCE and youth go hand in hand, 
And paint Life with a rainbow’s grace ; 
While dazzling visions at command, 
Can bring a sunbeam to the face. 
And life is all a golden song, 
Whose music none can ere dispel, 
When Hope within our breast is strong, 
We deeply drink at Beauty’s well. 


Such thoughts as these flashed through my brain, 
When after many years I came 
To seek for what I seek in vain, 
Tho’ much I knew is still the same: 
And rambling o’er the heather hills, 
With one whose love has ne’er grown dim, 
I catch the sparkle of the rills 
That glowed when I was lithe of limb. 


The grand eternal hills rise up 
In solemn grandeur to the skies ; 
They plant a diamond in my cup, 
I would not tine for mammon’s prize ; 
And holding converse with my friend, 
Sweet recollections cluster round ; 
And Joy and Peace divinely blend, 
The place we tread is hallowed ground. 


How oft in other days have we 
Communed with Nature by this stream ! 
The Balgie rippling to the sea 
Was then as now a loving theme. 
The Beauty that can never fade, 
Bears Nature’s deep impression still ; 
And Tom and I were half afraid, 
When standing on this heather hill. 
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Afraid because our hearts still young, 
Untouched by envy or remorse, 

Found gravestones where in youth we clung 
To kindred souls amid the gorse. 

Dear vanished faces, that we knew— 
(Alas! that Death should claim its toll) ; 

We ling’ring stood, our words were few, 
We held communion soul to soul. 


We muse in silence for a while, 
Then wander on o’er moss and fen; 
And watch the beauty of God’s smile, 
That lingers in each nestling glen. 
And once again youth gurgles up, 
Fresh as the spring at Balgie’s head, 
We find a sunbeam in our cup, 
Tho’ friends we loved are cold and dead. 


Ah, yes, the charm of nature still 
Is all around, its tender grace 
Can make our pulse with pleasure thrill, 
And help us all to run life’s race. 
Since Beauty here has built her nest, 
Beneath her spell we proudly stand, 
Convinced the fairest and the best 
Has dowered with grace our native land. 


We watch the glimmering sea that lies 
Before our vision like a dream; 
We list the moor fowls’ plaintive cries, 
And hark the lav’rocks heaven-born theme. 
Each charmed embowerment that we knew, 
When hope shone like the evening star, 
Brings cloudless beauties into view 
The march of progress cannot mar. 
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I thought romance was dead, but still 
Exultant as a victor proud 

*Twas born again upon this hill, 
Far, far removed from madding crowd. 

And to both Tom and me there came, 
At recollection’s angel voice, 

A dream that made our vision flame 
And beating hearts with hope rejoice. 


And with unuttered words we speak 
(The silent language of the heart 
Can bring a rose tint to the cheek, 
As Nature far transcendeth Art). 
So take this token, Tom, from me 
And prize it, as a peerless boon, 
In mem’ry of that day when we 
Roamed o’er the hills above Dunoon. 


The Balgie, Sweet Balgie. 


GLEAN CING and dancing and skipping along, 
Brimful of beauty and laden with song ; 
Sliding and gliding thro’ moss, fen, and lea, 
The Balgie, sweet Balgie, flows on to the sea. 


Tripping and skipping, like lambkin at play, 
Bright as a sunbeam, and light as a fay ; 
Gushing and pushing, and rushing so free, 
The Balgie, sweet Balgie, flows on to the sea. 


Creeping, then leaping, like spirit of light, 
Clear as a jewel, and pure as its bright ; 
Smiling and wiling, the birds on the tree, 
The Balgie, sweet Balgie, flows on to the sea. 


36 


POEMS. 


Flowing and throwing its jewels around, 

Fair as a maiden with musical sound ; 
Laughing and daffing in innocent glee, 

The Balgie, sweet Balgie, flows on to the sea. 


Gleaming and streaming from moss on the hills, 
Clear as the crystal its health giving rills ; 
Preaching and teaching a lesson to me, : 
The Balgie, sweet Balgie, flows on to the sea. 


Aboon the Balgie. 
[A PASTORAL,. } 


ABOON the Balgie, ’mang the wuds, 
The trees were fu’ o’ tender buds; 
An’ naething can surpass the power, 
That cam’ to me frae ilka flower. 

They seemed to fill my soul wi’ glee, 
While ilka warbler on ilk tree, 

Piped forth a sweet an’ soothin’ sang, 
That made my soul wi’ veesions thrang. 


The Balgie wi’ its liltin’ tune, 

That perfect day in leafy June, 

Had mair o’ music in its lay 

Than ony minstrel, young or gray. 
And as it tripp’d owre moss an’ fen, 
I thought mysel a King o’ men, 
And gin I ere could catch its strain, 
I'd lilt it owre an’ owre again. 


Oh, Balgie, wi’ thy beauty rare, 
There’s nought on earth I can compare, 
Since health an’ wealth an’ love divine 
A’ wotship madly at thy shrine. 

And that is why my soul is fain 

To sing thy praises o’er again ; 

At hame, abroad, by land or sea, 

The dear auld Balgie gie to me. 
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The Daddie o’ Them A’. 
Tune: ‘0’ @ the Airts.”’ 


GA search the wide warld owre an’ owre, 
Gae keek in ilka toon, 
To find the key o’ Beauty’s bower, 
Whaur fairy sangsters’ tune ; 
Then gif yer hert wad speak the truth, 
Frae oot yer lips wad fa’— 
‘Dunoon *boon a’ the warld forsooth, 
Is daddie o’ them a’. 


The grandeur o’ fair Morag’s Glen, 
Speaks wi’ a speech divine, 

That twines aroon the herts o’ men, 
Like glimpses o’ lang syne. 

An’ a’ the warblin’ birdies’ trill, 
Their sangs sae sweet an’ braw, 

They seem to say, ‘ Dunoon is still 
The daddie o’ them a’.’ 


The Balgie’s rippling sang micht thrill 
The saul o’ Mammon’s men; 
For Highland Mary by that rill, 
Aft wandered thro’ the glen. 
An’ O! the glamour o’ that spot, 
Iik heather tuft an’ shaw; 
Declares, Dunoon ‘mang a’ the lot 
Is daddie o’ them a’. 


Then heaven bless the bonnie toon, 
The Brighton o’ the West ; 

The hame that’s worthy o’ a croon, 
Whaur Beauty’s bigged her nest. 

An’ may nae sorrow dim the ee, 
O’ ilk in cot or ha’: 

While fair Dunoon "boon a’ we see 
Is daddie o’ them a’. 
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The Haunts o’ Youth. 
"THE haunts o’ youth, 
When love and truth 
Were clear as streamlet flowing, 
Can cheer me yet, 


Like mignonette 
Within some garden growing. 


The Bishop’s Seat 
Whaur beauties meet, 
Dame Nature’s artless treasures, 
I see them still, 
And feel the thrill 
That comes frae guileless pleasures. 


The muckle linn 
Whaur laddies din 
Vied wi’ the sangsters’ singing ; 
Stands oot the nicht 
As clear and bricht— 
I hear the echoes ringing. 


Balhairy’s Braes 

‘Neath Jack Frost’s sway, 
Was shair an Eldorado: 

Wy! coorie doon, 

"Neath siller moon, 
Oor life had ne’er a shadow. 


The Balgie, too, 
Famed rendezvous 
For laddies primed for daffin’ ; 
I see it a’, 
Though far awa’, 
The ploys that cradled laughin’ 
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Upon Kilbride, 
Hoo oft wi’ pride 

We chased the soople. rabbit ; 
Tho’ sooth to say 
“Bun” ran away 

And seldom did we nab it. 


The Barren Rocks, 
Whaur lads in flocks 
Like coot or tern were skimming ; 
For Cowal boys 
No greater joys 
Exist than healthy swimming. 
The Castle Hill, 
Losh, what a thrill 
Gangs rushin’ thro’ ilk buddy 
As we reca’ 
The days awa’ 
When clans were wild and bloody. 


The famed West Bay, 
Serenely gay, 
Whaur champion crews were rowing ; 
And trophies won, 
For deeds well done 
Are always worth the showing. 


Thro’ Morag’s Glen, 
Yon witchin’ den, 
Wi’ mystic magic teeming, 
We often strayed, 
: By bower and glade, 
Like mortals three pairts dreaming. 


Brave Adam’s Glen,* 
I used to ken, 

But noo nae mair we know it; 
Sweet Beauty's spot 
Thou’rt ne’er forgot,— 

At least by this poor poet. 

* The red Gallowhill. 
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Dunloskin Braes 
Were worth my lays, 
They’re worth them yet, I’m thinking ; 
For naething can 
The heart trepan 
Like deep at Nature drinking. 


The ‘‘ Lochan” grand 
Few could withstand, 
The roarin’ game was bonnie ; 
And oft hae I, 
Wi’ sparklin’ eye, 
Watched Geordie, Jim, and Johnnie. 


Oh, haunts o’ youth, 
To me, forsooth, 
You’re mair than Fortune’s Fancy ; 
And owre an’ owre 
Wi’ ’trancin’ power, 
I weave charmed necromancy. 


Home of My Youth. 


HOME of my youth, what mem’ries cluster round! 
What gusts of joy run not thro’ my heart, 
As I recall the ever-sacred ground, 
Where Peace was free from Hate’s malignant dart ! 
Again sweet Morag’s Glen, ‘neath wizard’s touch, 
Displays a panorama passing fair ; 
And I am longing, longing very much, 
To spend once more a week of leisure there. 


Home of my youth, no other land can thrill 

My pulse with pride, nor make my heart strings dance ; 
The glamour of that spot is with me still, 

Tho’ youth has gone with witching, wild romance. 
The Balgie still goes singing to the sea 

(I hear the music of its song to-night), 
The lark, far up above the dappled lea, 

Thrills heaven and earth with carols of delight. 
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Home of my youth, shrine where my parents sleep 
(Their bones are dust, their souls are safe with God ; 
A sacred thought that ne’er will make me weep, 
But strive like them to walk the narrow road). 
The silent city of the dead is dear 
To hearts that hunger for a mother’s love, 
It seems to bring the Gate of Heaven near, 
And we expect a message from above. 


Home of my youth, bright as a maiden’s smile, 
What other land can I compare with thee ? 

Thy mem’ry lingers near me in exile, 
And visions grand oft come to comfort me. 

The Bishop’s Seat is all aglow with light, 
The Berry Burn sings to the laughing flowers, 

And beauty spots come back in dreams to-night, 
Where oft in youth I spent bright gladsome hours. 


Home of my youth, the years go slipping past 
With noiseless tread, and leave graves in their track, 
And shadows linger where the sunbeams cast 
A radiant beauty on lost friends, alack ! 
No more Dunloskin woods ring as of old, 
The dear, familiar faces now are few, 
And comrades that we valued more than gold 
Are gone, and yet I will not say adieu. 


Home of my youth, dear as sweet life to me, 

The years may pass—as pass no doubt they will— 
Yet, ’mid the troubles of Life’s stormy sea, 

My heart will only throb to love thee still. 
Distance or Time can never, never dim 

The beauty of thy smile—sweet treasured boon— 
Till Life is o’er and the Unknown I climb, | 

Thou’rt shrined within my heart, fairest Dunoon. . 
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Give Me a Boon. 


IVE me a boon, I’ll take Dunoon, 
And cherish it for ever; 

Its treasures grand, on every hand, 
From them I cannot sever, 


= 


Sweet Morag’s glen, no artist’s pen 
Could ever hope to draw it; 

I see it still, each dancing rill, 
As first my Fancy saw it. 


The dream of youth, like white-robed Truth, 
Is still a dazzling treasure ; 

Surpassing far pomp’s gilded car, 
I love it with full measure. 


The Balgie’s song, now sweet, now strong ; 
The grand eternal mountains ; 

I see them all, they’re at my call, 
As clear as flashing fountains. 


Dunloskin wild, an unspoiled child, 
Like sentinel on duty, 

Still rears its head, with arms outspread, 
To guard much sylvan beauty. 


Oh, land sublime, my rustic rhyme, 
Would sing thy glens and valleys; 

Where early days, amid thy braes, 
Were richer than a palace. 


Give me a boon, J’ll take Dunoon, 
The richest and the rarest ; 

Because I know, where ere I go, 
It still remains the fairest. 
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In September’s Glowing Weather. 
A MEMORY OF DUNOON. 


[NX September’s glowing weather, 
Lightly tripping o’er the heather, 
Where as boys we played together,— 
Played and romped, my friend and I; 
Cares and worries were not near us, 
Brawling streams were nigh to cheer us, 
Thro’ the mists came trooping heroes 
That we knew in days gone bye. 


By a stroke of necromancy, 

Mem’ry fed our glowing fancy, 

Till wild Jim and gentle Nancy, 
Thrilled us as in days of yore ; 

All the hills were flushed with beauty, 

Plain, plain was the path of duty, 

While Peace with a dove-like booty 
Slipt into our hearts once more. 


While the sun with gold was streaming, 
There we lay serenely dreaming, 
Of a past that knew no scheming, 
Pleased and proud, my friend and I. 
Nature fair was all around us, 
Hate no longer crushed and bound us, 
Hope with her bright wreath had crowned us, 
And Love’s lamp was in each eye. 


In September’s glowing weather, 
Lying ‘mid the purple heather, 
Gazing upwards at the ether, 

Boys once more (at ease and free) ; 
Thanks to Him who reigneth o’er us, 
Praise to Him shall swell our chorus, 
For the riches spread before us,— 

Spread before my friend and me. 
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On the Hills at Dunoon. 


HERE ’mid the heather’s purple glow, 
Close by the Balgie’s lilting flow, 
My heart leaps up with glee ; 
Because a something most divine 
Comes in to thrill this soul of mine 
Where life is full and free. 


Great thoughts are born amid the hills, 
Wed to the music of rare rills, 

That trickle bright and clear; 
And George and I this afternoon, 
Upon the hills of fair Dunoon, 

Have found rich beauty here. 


The madd’ning rush for pomp and power 
Is dwarfed before this charming hour ; 
While nature’s lovely face 
Is like a vision that can bring 
To us the ransom of a King, 
That nothing can displace. 


Far as the eye can scan we view 

A winding landscape ever new, 
With beauty all around ; 

And so we gaze as in a dream, 

Lulled by the music of the stream, 
We call this hallowed ground. 


And tho’ my friend can never know 

The tender grace, the gentle glow, 
That almost makes me swoon ; 

He finds a charm in every flower, 

And proudly owns that beauty’s dower 
Is shrined at fair Dunoon. 
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[A MEMORY OF DUNOON.] 


| LOVE to sit and watch the bounding waves, 
Like white maned horses galloping abroad, 

As if they gloried in their mighty strength. 

With what majestic beauty do they dance, 

And curve, and caper, in their madd’ning glee, 

Flinging their dripping hair to greet the wind 

That whistles loud amid their streaming locks. 

How beautiful and grand the drifting spray, 

Like mantlet white plucked from the ocean’s breast, 

Is scattered like a snow-storm all around. 

The screaming birds on whirring wings dip down 

_Into the bosom of the throbbing sea, 

Like loving bridegrooms fain to greet their bride ; 

The whistling wind now moans like spirits lost, 

Then madly shrieks like mortals in despair ; 

White green-wreathed waves with anger in their eyes 

And heartless pity in their cruel mouths, 

Laugh loud and deep with anguish unto Death, 

Until the ocean’s breath convulsed with pain, 

Shrieks and writhes like souls perplexed with Doubt. 

And sitting here upon the golden sand, 

I love to watch the majesty and pride, 

The awful grandeur of the boundless sea, 

That speaks of One Eternal God and King, 

Whose loving hand is seen amid the driving spray, 

Whose peerless power no man can comprehend. 

And as I view His majesty and might, 

His wondrous power that throbs in every wave, 

I stand abashed to think poor dwarfish souls 

Should scoff, and sneer, and jibe The Great I AM; 

Whilst every wave, white-crested, leaping free, 

And every note the wind pipes to the storm, 

And every white-winged bird that darts and screams 

Above the mighty ocean’s throbbing breast, 

And every tiny grain of golden sand 

Upon the dear old beach where now I sit 

Proclaims that God is King, and Lord of All. 


40 


POEMS. 


Oh! Haven of Delight and Rest. 


OF! haven of delight and rest, 
The sweetest, dearest, and the best; 
And, lying on this heather hill, 

Lulled by the music of the rill, : 
A peaceful calm with beauty crowned, 
Steals o’er my soul, while all around, 

Far as the eye can reach, I scan 

The choicest gems of nature’s plan. 


Here at the Balgie’s head I lie, 

And watch the magic of the sky ; 

The sun effulgent streaming down, 

Has wealth to rival any crown; 

And heather gorges deep and cool, 
Teach what was never taught at school ; 
And fringing ferns kissed by the stream, 
Eclipse the greatest poet’s dreain. 


Oh! haven of delight and rest, 

What mem’ries riot in my breast, 

As I behold each vista rare, 

Rich as a mine with beauty fair. 

And words are vain to tell you all, 
The friends who came at mem’ry’s call, 
And living in the past once more, 

I stand before an open door. 


Where troops of friends trot out and in, 
Clear as the bloom upon the whin, 

And sunny laughter loud and long, 

Is heard amid the jocund song. 
Intoxicating days are mine, 

Rich with the grace of auld lang syne; 
And once again a merry boy, 

My soul is charged with hope and joy. 
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But, ah! the vision slips away, 

The friends I love, they will not stay, 
And waking by the tumbling rills, 

I view the grand eternal hills ; 

And though my soul is sad, I smile 
To think that by this rustic stile 

I’m once again where I love best, 
Oh! haven of delight and rest. 


From the Highlands. 
(ImpRromMPTU LINES). 
HERE: down at Crieff, 
I’ve come to grief, 
Because the rain is falling, 
In pelting showers, 
While all the flowers | 
For sunshine loud are calling. 


_ The scene is grand, 
On every hand, 
The hills, the dales and valleys, 
Are just the thing 
To make a king 
At once forsake his palace. 


Yet here am I, 
Inclined to sigh, 
Within the sight of heather, 
Because the rain 
Comes down again 
And fairly damps the weather. 


But never mind, 
No doubt I'll find 
In fair Dunoon good weather, 
And then my soul 
Will pay the toll 
Amid the blooming heather. 
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I’m coming down 
To that dear town, 
Where beauty, health, and pleasure 
Can grant a boon, 
Becuase Dunoon 
Peals out to all full measure. 


So Highland Hills, 
Thy tumbling rills, 
Thy mist capp’d frowning mountains, 
Tho’ fair to see, 
Yet I must flee, 
To seek clear flashing fountains. 


Where Cowal grand, 
With sea lapp’d strand, 
And countless gems are glowing; 
I’m coming soon 
To fair Dunoon, 
With joy that’s overflowing. 


Ode—Dunoon. 


Sung at the opening of Dunoon Castle and Recreation 
Grounds, June 16th, 1893. 
WE sing thy rich praises, Dunoon, 
Thou gem, born of beauty so rare; 
Thy Castle so grand, looking out o’er the strand, 
Shall now be our solace and share. 
The green-crested waves rushing in 
’Gainst rocks that encircle thy shore, 
Seem to shout in their glee, this Old Castle is free, 
This Castle we fought for of yore. 


Refrain : 
Dunoon, thou art fairest and best, 
With blossoms right daintily drest ; 
Thou’rt Queen of the Clyde, 
And old Scotia with pride, 
Proclaims thee—the gem of the West. 
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We sing thy sweet praises, Dunoon, 
Where Royalty hunted lang syne, 
And gazed all around on historical ground, 
Where blood flow’d much redder than wine; 
The Old Castle’s turrets were then 
Alive with men seeking men’s gore ; 
But now all is still, and our time-honour’d hill 
Hears the thunder of battle no more. 


We sing of thy Castle, Dunoon, 
Thy hill gemm’d with daisies so bright, 

Where our mothers, we know, in the days long ago, 
Fought proudly for Freedom and Right ; 

The beautiful hill, we now own, 
By the landlord was walled all around, 

Till our mothers with skill assailed the old hill, 
And levelled the walls with the ground. 


We sing thy rare grandeur, Dunoon, 
Thou marvel of beauty and grace ; 

And this Castle of ours, with its nooks and its bowers, 
Lends charm to our beautiful place. 

We hope in the future to see 
A storehouse of Art treasured here, 

While Music divine with sweet Art will combine 
To please both the eye and the ear. 


We sing thy rich beauty, Dunoon, 
Our hearts they are throbbing with glee, 

As we gaze with delight at the landscape so bright, 
And feast on the fathomless sea. 

This day marks an epoch, we trust— 
An epoch that thousands will bring 

To this beautiful place, where rich grandeur we trace 
As bright as the crown of a king. 


We sing of thy learning, Dunoon, 
And hope that thou soon wilt contrive, 

The flower thoughts of lore, in this Castle to store, 
Then food for our minds we'll derive. 
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The flower may be lowly at first, 
But time mighty wonders can bring, 

And when the flowers’ bloom lighteth up every room, 
We then with true meaning can sing— 


We sing thy rich praises, Dunoon, 
Thou home of bright sunshine and flowers ; 

Now envy is dumb, while contentment has come 
To dwell in this Castle of ours. 

A wonder of beauty art thou, 
A beauty down by the blue sea; 

While thousands rejoice, as they sing with one voice, 
“This Castle, our Castle, is free.’ 


Three Duncans.* 
Tune: ‘ Duncan Gray.” 


"THREE Duncans once upon a time, 
Ha, ha, the pleasure o't, 

Inspired my soul wi’ thoughts sublime, 
Ha, ha, the pleasure o't, 

Three sturdy lads, three Scottish Macs, 

Wha'd gladly swap humbug for fac’s, 

Wi strength to wield a battle axe, 
Ha, ha, the pleasure o’t. 


MacNaught, MacCorquodale, and I, 
Ha, ha, the pleasure o't, 
Met when the sun was streaming high, 
Ha, ha, the pleasure o’t, 
And crackin’ fondly o’ lang syne, 
When mother’s milk was mair than wine, 
I vowed I’d hae to lilt a line, 
Ha, ha, the pleasure o't, 


* By a singular coincidence, I sat on the same seat at the 
Bowling Green with Messrs Duncan MacCorquodale and Duncan 
MacNaught, two old friends of my laddie days, and as in all 
probability these three Duncans may never again sit together, 
I venture to chronicle the meeting, hence the foregoing lines. 
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Three Duncans on the bowlin’ green, 
Ha, ha, the pleasure o't; 

Made love come forth wi’ sparklin’ een, 
Ha, ha, the pleasure o’t. 

And soon within my throbbing breast, 

Doon in that jewel o’ the West, 

A charm was born I cherished best, 
Ha, ha, the pleasure o't. 


True friendship has for me a power, 
Ha, ha, the pleasure o it; 
It glorifies each passing hour, 
Ha, ha, the pleasure o’t. 
And wi’ twa Duncans by my side, 
My soul was bursting there wi’ pride, 
My pleasure, freens, I couldna hide, 
Ha, ha, the pleasure o't. 


Duncan MacNaught was hale and strang, 


Ha, ha, the pleasure o't; 
MacCorquodale could lilt a sang, 
Ha, ha, the pleasure o't. 
Duncan the third—puir rhymin’ loon, 
Delights to honour auld Dunoon ; 
He’d kill the chiel wha’d ding her doon, 
Ha, ha, the pleasure o'’t. 


Guid luck and honour to the three, 
Ha, ha, the pleasure ot ; 

May sorrow ever frae them flee, 
Ha, ha, the pleasure o't. 

May Duncan one, and Duncan twa, 

Aye bide at hame in Fortune’ ha’ , 

Till Duncan three gi’es them a ca’, 
Ha, ha, the pleasure o't. 
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NATURE POEMS. 


A Day in June. 


RIGHT nature with her sweetest smile, had wooed 

the laughing flowers, 

And called forth wondrous melody from birds amid 
the bowers ; 

And prattling streamlets swirled along thro’ heather, 
moss, and fen, 

And danced and glanced and pranced within the heart 
of Morag’s Glen. 

The sky was clear, no cloudlet swam across the lovely 
blue, 

It seemed as if fair Eden once again had peeped in 
view, 

And in the woods, the leafy woods, till latest afternoon, 

The warblers piped their sweetest lays that charming 
day in June. 


The world was fair as sleeping babe, or moss rose 
passing sweet, 

The very grass looked beautiful with daisies at my feet ; 

And as I wandered through the woods that dreamy 
summer’s day, 

I felt my pulse leap high with joy, because my soul 
was gay. 

I knew the old spot passing well, each nook and glen 
and stream, 

That used to glad my youthful eyes in boyhood’s 
golden dream, 

The same old burn went singing on its journey to the 


sea, 
And oh! what tender memories its song awoke in me. 
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The old whin bush was still in bloom, the hawthorn 
seemed as fair, 

The waving ferns and heather belis were still in beauty 
there ; 

And on the tree the blackbird sang his notes, so sweet 
and wild, 

While by the brook wee robin hopped, just like a guileless 
child 


The face of Nature was unchanged, and yet my heart 
could tell, 

There yar something that I missed from scenes I loved 
so well— 

The friends of youth, my schoolmates all, ah, where, 
ah, where are they ? 

Gone, like a dream, and here alone I stand this summer’s 
day. 


Down by the Sea. 


Down by the sea, when Summer sweet, 
Strews golden sunbeams at my feet ; 

I feel a charm of pure delight, 

Which fills my soul with visions bright, 

And mem’ry with its tender voice, 

Comes back and makes my heart rejoice. 

And like a boy once more I’m free, 

To list the music of the sea. 


The mystic music of the sea, 

That strikes a tender chord in me; 

It hugs within its heaving breast, 

A tragedy that cannot rest, 

And yet methinks it brings to me, 

A soothing song of Liberty, 

When all the world will chant one song, 
And Peace and Love will scatter wrong. 
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The Village by the Sea. 


"THERE'S a charming little corner in a wildwood that 
I know, 
Where . used to linger gladly when the setting sun was 
Ow ; 
And I thought a radiant beauty was aye garbing shrub 
and tree, 
Bringing happiness and comfort and contentment unto 
me. 
There was nothing in creation, 
In this or other nation, 
That could thrill my soul with gladness like that haunt 
of infancy. 


There’s a rippling little streamlet in the heart of yonder 
glen, 
That had magic far excelling all the music of great men ; 
And when little stars were peeping, and the moon sailed 
full of glee, . 
Oh! a paradise like Eden was that charming spot to 
me. 
There was beauty, grace, and gladness, 
With ne’er a touch of sadness, 
And my soul was full of sweetness, with Love’s sparkle 
in my e’e. 


There’s a quaint, old-fashioned cottage in a village that 
I know, 
Where a budding, humble singer felt his heart with Love 
aglow ; 
’*Twas the centre of devotion, with religion full and free, 
And the mem’ry of that vision brings rare comfort unto 
me, 
And tho’ years since then have vanished, 
Yet the thought I’ve never banished, 
That my soul was full of beauty in that village by the 
sea. | 
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Little Snowdrop. 
[TttLe snowdrop, pure and white, 
Like a vision of delight ; 
Thou hast come, fair child of Spring, 
To make all creation sing. 


Little snowdrop, peeping up, 
With a sunbeam in thy cup, 
Thou hast come to let us know, 

Buds will soon begin to grow. 


Little snowdrop, coy and sweet, 
Like a virgin at our feet ; 

Thou hast come thro’ ice and snow, 
To set all our hearts aglow. 


Little snowdrop, sure thy face, 
Like a gem lights up this place ; 
Thou hast woke from Winter’s sleep, 
To make all our pulses leap. 


Little snowdrop, welcome here, 
With thy message of good cheer ; 

Thou hast come to tell us plain, 
Soon the sun will shine again. 


The Year is Almost Dead. . 


[HE year is almost dead and I 
Muse on great deeds undone, 
Recalling days when o’er the braes 
I fleet of foot did run ; 
And as the sands of time-run out 
Again I hear the merry sfeut, . 
When hearts were free from care sand doubt, 
And childhood’s aim was fun. | 
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The year is almost dead, and now 
A vision passing strange 
Creeps in my heart which makes me start 
At some perplexing change. 
The friends I knew, when Hope was young, 
And Love its golden mantle flung 
Around each one of whom I sung, 
Are now beyond my range. 


The year is almost dead and I, 
Heart sore and full of pain, 

Look out and dream on boyhood’s theme 
That ne’er will come again. 

The year is passing in the night, 

The leaves are sered by Winter’s blight, 

But with the morning cometh light, 
With healing in its train. 


The Rain. 


"THE rain came down in pelting showers, 
And chilling mists were all around, 
And idly passed the tedious hours 
As nature sulked and weeped and frowned. 


The sheep in huddled numbers creep 
To find the shelter of some wood, 

And every floweret seemed asleep 
While I was lost in solitude. 


But looking forth I plainly saw 
A tiny sunbeam ’mid the rain, 
And soon the landscape lost its awe 
And donned its beauty once again. 


And such is life, how prone are we 
To look for clouds while ever near, 
The sunbeam dwells, could we but see, 
Beyond the clouds of doubt and fear. 
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The Music of the Sea. 


"THE music of the deep and sounding sea. 
Steals o’er my heart with sweet ecstatic bliss, 

Fresh as the holy balm of mother’s kiss 

To tender babe, asleep upon her knee ; 

The murmur of the wavelets seem to me 

The echo of my childhood once again, 

When all the world seemed free from care and pain, 

And life was like the billows full and free: 

A dreamy feeling stirs within my soul, 

As on the beach I list the ocean’s song 

So weird, so sweet, so musical and strong, 

Like mighty anthems from a heavenly goal, 

And musing thus, I think vain man a clod 

Before the awful majesty of God. | 


Spring’s Awakening. 
‘T= birds are carolling and now 
The infant buds bedeck each bough, 
The lambkins skip and gambol ; 
While in the woods and thro’ the dale, 
Where all is fresh and nothing stale, . 
IT love to take a ramble. 


The world is fresh and fair and free, 
The blackbird singing on the tree, | 
Seems primed with mirth and gladness ; 
While in the blue, the wizard still 
Is bursting with a heavenly trill, 
With ne’er a strain of sadness. 


The lovely flowers from Winter’s sleep 

Are all electrified and leap 
To catch the sunbeam’s glances ; 

And here am I down in this dell, 

Bewitched and charmed and ‘neath the spell 
Of nature’s necromancies. 
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Alone. 


"THE snowflakes are falling, the night birds are calling, 
And I am alone, all alone; 

The sad winds are sighing, while black clouds are flying, 
My heart seems as cold as a stone. 

Where in summer weather, I roamed o’er the heather, 
To list to the song of the lark ; 

My heart is now crying, no beauty espying, 
The home of my youth seemeth dark. 


The mountains and valleys, more rich than a palace, 
Rise up in their grandeur, but still, 

Tho’ free from all danger, I yet feel a stranger— 
A stranger upon this old hill. 

The snowflakes are falling, the night birds are calling, 
And I am alone, all alone, 

No more o’er the heather we’ll wander together, 
The friends of my youth are all gone. 


The Flowers are all Blooming. 


fleets flowers are all blooming, sweet nature perfuming, 
The songsters are singing in tune ; 

While roses are twining, the sunbeams are shining, 
Adoring this morning in June. 

My soul with joy’s leaping to think that I’m reaping 
A harvest of golden delight ; 

While blossoms are waking, my senses are taking 
A draught from a vision so bright. 


My soul with a pleasure embraces each treasure 
That comes from a bountiful God ; 

The wild heather glowing, the rivulet flowing 
Like silver upon a charmed road. 

Oh, what is vain fashion, compared with the passion, 
The freedom, the soul giving boon, 

That wishes to meet me, to happily greet me 
And sets my whole being in tune. 
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The Flight o’ Time. 
‘THE flight o’ time can never bring 
A tear drap to my ee, 
Because I still can blithely sing 
Wi’ heart that loups wi’ glee ; 
And what tho’ sillar locks bestrew 
The pow that aince was black, 
Sae lang’s my freens are kind and true 
My joys are never slack. 


The scenes I kent in ither days 
Are dootless still as braw, 

The daffin romps amang oor braes 
Wi’ pride I yet reca’ ; 

The high jinks by the muckle linn, 
Nae power can mak’ me tine, 

In fancy noo I hear the din > 
I heard in auld lang syne. 


The dream o’ youth is still as sweet 
As when in Morag’s glen 

I pu’d the flow’rets at my feet, 
Far frae the rush o’ men ; 

And thinkin’ on these days again, 
My heart loups high wi’ glee, . 

And lilts wi’ pride, the auld refrain, 
Oh, hame, dear hame, for me. 


Then let the auld year pass awa, 
My heart is singing yet, 

In spite o’ frost or driftin’ snaw, 
I harbour no regret ; 

And wi’ a heart that’s aye sincere, 
Aglow wi’ friendship’s flame, 

I wish a blithe and happy year 
To a’ the folks at hame. 
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Dreaming o Hame. 
T tho’ my pow is white as snaw, 
My hert’s as licht’s a feather O, 

And fain am I to gang awa, 

To roam aince mair the heather O; 
To list the Balgie’s soothin’ sang, 

And catch its sparklin’ dimple O, 
To watch the sea, so wild an’ free, 

"Mid nature pure and simple O. 


Oh naething can transcend the joy, 
The deep unstinted pleasure O, 
That filled my soul when but a boy, 
I wooed dame nature’s treasure O; 
The blackie singing on the whin, 
Dispelled a’ care and folly O, 
What wad I gie again to see 
A scene sae bright and jolly O. 


The vera soun’ o’ hame, dear hame, 
Can mak’ my bosom tingle O, 
Ae glint o’ it is mair than fame, 
Roun’ it sweet veesions mingle O ; 
And laddie like I’m off again, 
To romp amang the heather O, 
Like bird on wing, I gaily sing, 
In ilka kind o’ weather O. 


And tho’ my pow is white, I sing 
And woo each pleasin’ fancy O, 

I ken my heart can ne'er gae wrang, 
"Mid nature’s necromancy O; 

My hert loups high wi’ glee because 
The dream o’ hame is bonnie O, 
Mair bricht by far, than jewelled star, 

And unexcelled by ony O. 
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Then let the milestones slip awa, 

My life is still a treasure O, 
Sae lang as I can glegly ca, 

Sweet mem/’ries without measure O ; 
Wi’ rich content I jog alang, 

Wi’ hert as licht’s a feather O, 
And prize my hame, as mair than fame, 
Whaur blooms the bonnie heather O. 


On the Beach. 


HERE on the beach I love to quietly lie, 

To watch the blue on mountain, sea and sky ; 
To list the music of the singing sea 
That speaks of rest and blissful peace to me. 


Here on the beach I love to calmly rest, 
Watching the birds upon the ocean’s breast ; 
To catch a glimpse of beauty passing fair, 
And drink in health that all may freely share. 


Far from the bustling crowd, and endless war, 
I love to lie and muse upon the shore, 
Inhaling health and wealth, the whole day long, 
Lulled by the music of the ocean’s song. 


I love to watch the billows as they leap 

Upon the shore with their voluptuous sweep ; 
Their witching music as they come and go 
Drives from my heart the semblance of all woe. 


Here on the beach, then let me dream and lie, 
To watch God’s blue, on mountain, sea and sky ; 
To feel at peace, far from the city’s roar, 

And find a wealth, not found in mammon’s store. 
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The Morning Sun. 
“THE moring sun is shining, 
With beauty in its glance, 
Then why this wild repining, 
With hope and joy advance ; 
Why seek for sin and sorrow, 
When life is blithe and gay, 
Leave trouble for to-morrow, 
And laugh with me to-day. 


Old Father Time. 


Or? Father Time, as on you fly, 
My locks are growing whiter, 
I cannot run, e’en tho’ I try, 
As when my steps were lighter. 
But still my heart’s as young I know 
As any youth or maiden, 
Because to ease my soul of woe 
My heart with hope is laden. 


I cannot find the friends of old, 
But do I sit and grumble ? 

Not I! but like a warrior bold 
I give old care a tumble ; 

This life to me is full of fun, 
I never seek for sorrow, 

And when each daily task is done 
I calmly wait to-morrow. 


My wealth is boundless as the sea, 
Because dame Nature’s gladness 

Is aye content to comfort me, 
Then why run after sadness ? 

Old Father Time, I do not fret, 
Tho’ few there be to love me; 

My cup of joy is brimming yet, 
So long as God’s above me. 
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In the Silence of the Night. 


[XN the silence of the night, 

Oh, what charming visions bright 
Thrill my fancy, as I sit 
Watching dying embers flit ; 
Painting pictures in the blaze, 
Dreaming over vanished days ; 
Laughing faces come and go 
In the dying embers glow. 


I am once again a boy, 

Thrilled with glory, hope and joy ; 
In a glade within a wood, 

Close to nature’s solitude, 

I can see a babbling brook, 

I can hear the cawing rook, 

I can summons visions bright 

In the silence of the night. 


Loving friends of long ago, 
With their faces all aglow 
Now co-mingle with my dream, 
Bringing me a joy supreme ; 
Casting shadows far away 

Till I see the perfect day ; 

Full of fancies that delight 

In the silence of the night. 


In the silence of the night 

All my cares have vanished quite, 
And I catch a glimpse once more 
Of the scattered days of yore, 
And I live my life anew, 


Thrilled with dreams of comrades true ; 


There are treasures of delight 
In the silence of the night. 
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Sweetheart. 


GWEETHEART, the warblers are singing aloud 
Down in the greenwood for you ; 
Sunbeams have scattered each mutinous cloud 
From out the cerulean blue. 
All nature is laughing with pleasure, my love, 
All nature looks charming and true, 
The streamlet below and the sunbeam above 
All seem to be calling on you, my love— 
All seem to be calling on you. 


Sweetheart, the flow’rets are smiling so sweet 
Down in the greenwood for you ; 
Blossoms so beautiful spring at my feet, 
Cowslips’ and daisies so true. 
All nature is vocal with music, my queen, 
All nature is longing to woo, 
The bird in the bower and its mate on the green 
All seem to be calling on you, my love— 
All seem to be calling on you. 


Sweetheart, the sunbeams are longing to kiss 
Your hair with its delicate hue— 
Longing to share in the exquisite bliss, 
That lies in your rose colour’d mou’ ; 
Then come to the warblers, the flow’rets and sun— 
My sun—for I’m longing to woo 
Your beautiful heart, and the birds every one 
All seem to be calling on you, my love— 
Then come for I’m calling you, too. 
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Longings. 
(A Csty Sigh.) 
A® how I long to be once more : 
Mid scenes I loved when but a boy ; 
Methinks one hour beneath yon bower, 
Would fill my lonely heart with joy. 


Ah, how I long to leave the whirl, 
The noise and din of city life, 
To bask and dwell within yon dell, 
Where nature’s beauteous charms are rife. 


Ah, how I long to hear the lark 
Trilling its music to the clouds, 
By bosky dens, and moorland glens, 

Far from the rush of city crowds. 


Ah, how I long to reach yon nook, 
Far from the rush of busy feet, 
Where I could lie, beneath the sky, 
And muse on boyhood’s day—too fleet. 


Ah, how I long to view the stream, 
That laughingly flows thro’ the glade, 
Where flowerets fair weave garlands rare, 
Outstripping all that Art has made. 


Ah, how I long to roam the hills 
That rear their heads where I was bom, 
I’d gladly give my all to live 
Where fragrance scents the blushing morn. 


I love to gaze away far back 
Into the past, when I was young, 

When Love and Truth, twin stars forsooth, | 
Kept Strife and Envy from my tongue. 


Oh, how I long to hear once more 
The blackbird’s sweet impassioned strain ; 
To cull rich flowers from gladsome bowers, 
And feel myself a boy again. 
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There is Beauty. 
RE is beauty in the light of woman’s eye, 
There is beauty in the rainbow in the sky, 

There is beauty in the flower upon the lea, 
There is beauty in the deep and bounding sea ; 

But a beauty brighter far, 

Than the glimmer of a star, 
Is the beauty of true friendship unto me. 


There is beauty in the singing of a bird, 
There is beauty when the heart with love is stirred, 
There is beauty in the sunshine’s golden power, 
There is beauty in the sweet sequestered bower ; 
But a beauty more divine, 
Than the richest strain of wine, 
Is the beauty of pure friendship’s lovely flower. 


There is beauty in the mountain towering high, 
There is beauty in the star-bespangled sky, 
There is beauty in the streamlet gliding past, 
There is beauty in the wild and howling blast ; 
But a beauty more sublime, 
Than has e’er been sung in rhyme, 
Is the beauty of true friendship unsurpassed. 


There is beauty in the downy flakes of snow, 
There is beauty in the sunbeam’s setting glow, 
There is beauty in the sea, the sky, the ground, 
There is beauty like a vision all around; 

But a beauty bright and clear, 

That can last the circling year, 
Is the beauty of true friendship laurel-crowned. 
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The First Violet. 


FROM winter’s sleep thou peepest forth 
To beautify the wak’ning earth, 
Sweet flow’ret of the glade and glen 
Thy wealth is far beyond my ken. 


Coy flow’ret with the pensive smile, 
Pure as a maiden lacking guile, 
Thy tender beauty fresh and fair 
Contains an antidote for care. 


No gaudy, flaunting airs ‘hast thou, 
But thoughtful beauty on thy brow, 
Proclaims to all the human race 
The light of God is on thy face. 


Welcome thou thoughtful child of spring, 
To greet thy birth the lark’s on wing, 
With melting strains of mirth and glee, 
We sing of God, and love, and thee. 


Retrospection. 
“THE little cot where I was born, 
When June strewed roses all around, 
May be to some a thing forlorn, 
But to my soul ’tis treasured ground. — 


The humble little but-and-ben, | 
Had more of heaven in each room, 

Than e’er I'll find ’mid haunts of men, 
Tho’ I should search from now till doom. 


Each quaint and tiny nestling nook 
Brought sunshine to my chubby face ; 
Clear as the song of running brook 
I thought that dear enchanted place. 
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Ah! these were happy days when I, 
Heart whole, without a cloud of doubt, 
Would watch the lark against the sky, 
Full-throated, pouring music out. 


The Western breezes from the hills, 
Like angels’ music came to me, 
Clear as the dancing, glancing rills 
That flash like diamonds ’cross the lea. 


The cadence of the Balgie’s song, 
Could thrill and fill my soul with joy, 
When Life had nothing that was wrong, 
And I was just a laughing boy. 


I miss the old familiar spot, 

Where Fun and I went hand in hand, 
And Joy came to my humble cot, 

With Peace that few can understand. 


In fancy I can see once more 
Dear smiling faces that I knew ; 
When Hope stood on the golden shore, 
And Eden was again in view. 


And dreaming fondly, I can bring 
Sweet recollections back again, 

When Life was like a Summer Spring, 
And fresh as floweret after rain. 


And fondly, fondly do I prize 
The little tree beside the gate ; 

I watched its spreading branches rise 
Before I came to man’s estate. 


I love to think upon that cot, 

As when youth’s Fancy was aflame ; 
I thought it then the dearest spot 

The tongue of man could ever name. 
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The filial love that throbbed and thrilled 
Within those walls must ever shine, 

Like golden trophies, that have filled 
The souls of men with love divine. 


Deep down within my soul there dwells 
A strong affection that can rise, 
Clear as the music of church bells, 
Or angels’ song in Paradise. 


And once again there comes to me, 
From out the dim and misty past, 
A message from Life’s tragic sea, 


Strong as the storm king’s biting blast. 


And with my heart on fire I stand, 
Where oft I stood in days of yore, 
When Life was noble, free, and grand, 

And Love stood tapping at our door. 


And thus a peace, like brooding dove, 
Comes in to dower my soul to-night ; 
Excelsior-like I soar above 
To find God’s radiance shining bright. 


And like a flash of light there comes 
Into my soul a holy joy, 

Proud as the tap of battle drums 
When beaten by the drummer boy. 


And this is why my soul to-night 
Is like a garden, passing fair, 

Filled with song birds that carol bright, 
Without the semblance of a care. 
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I Remember. 


| REMEMBER, in my childhood 
When my heart was full of glee, 

How I wandered thro’ the wildwood, 
Up above the singing sea. 

When the golden sun was shining, 
Like a halo ’mid the trees ; 

On a bank of moss reclining, 
Lulled by Nature’s melodies. 


I remember well the beauty 
That co-mingled with my dreams, 
When the rosy path of duty 
Was not then what now it seems. 
Then I thought the Balgie brighter 
Than the jewel in a crown, 
When my footsteps were much lighter, 
And I dreamt of some renown. 


I remember not a shadow | 

Crossed my path in bye-gone days, 
Earth was one rare Eldorado, 

As I rambled o’er the braes, . 
And my soul was full of sweetness, 

And my heart was primed with joy, 
Dreams and visions passed with fleetness 

Since I was a laughing boy. 


I remember when my mother 
Smiled upon me when I came 

With some rhyming tag or other, 
An aspirant after fame. 

Oh ! the folly, sweet and winning, 
That possessed me long ago, 

When my brain did fancy spinning 
In the twilight’s ruddy glow. 
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I remember in my childhood 
That my dreams were pure as gold ; 
When I rambled thro’ the wild wood 
Friendship was not false or cold. 
And now. dreaming in the gloaming, 
Childhood meets me once again, 
And, in fancy, still I’m roaming 
Thro’ the wealth of Morag’s Glen. 


Thro’ Nature Unto God. 
lav’rock liltin’ in the lift, 
Wi’ music maist divine ; 
The burnie bick’rin’ doon the dell, 
Whaur grows the eglantine. 
The wild rosebud in yonder glen, 
The gowans red as wine, 
Are mair to me, than goud can gie, 
Or jewels frae the mine. 


The blackbird singin’ in the dell, 

Beside yon hawthorn tree ; 
« The cushat croodlin’ to hersel’, 

While love glints frae her e’e; 

The sweet blue bell, like lassie fair, 
Doon in yon shady nook, 

Bring back the days, when owre the braes, 
I read frae Nature’s book. 


The mournfu’ music o’ the sea, 
Thrills my heart to the core ; 

The bonnie blossom on ilk tree, 
Revealeth Nature’s store. 

The gowden sun that glinteth doon, 
Despite the scoffer’s nod, 

Mak’s me look up, wi’ reamin’ cup, 
Thro’ Nature unto God. 
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The Wane of the Year. 


BRIGHT youth, the golden charm of youth, 
I thought I lost it long ago, 

But once again it comes forsooth, 
To cheer me ’mid the falling snow ; 

Deep down within this breast of mine, 
Imprinted on my soul there lies, 

A vision with a power divine 
That brings a sparkle to my eyes. 


The homely little cot I see, 
Within the dear old-fashioned town, 
That held, shall ever hold for me, 
A wealth excelling monarch’s crown. 
Again a troop of laughing boys, 
With magic revelry, at play, 
Has brought my soul uncounted joys 
On this cold, bleak December day. 


The Balgie, nature’s choicest stream, 
Trips to the measure of its song, 
Alluring souls to fondly dream 
That Love and Faith and Truth are strong. 
I feel its music in my soul, 
It lifts me out of self to soar 
Where Beauty played a magic role, 
In these blest happy days of yore. 


The virgin snow is all around, 
And earth, beneath her bridal robe, 
Is like a monarch richly crowned, 
No fairer sight within our globe. 
I see it all as plain as when 
The flush of youth was on my brow, 
I roamed a king thro’ Morag’s glen, 
Oh! wealth untold, e’en then as now. 
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The treasured dreams of youth I bring 
From out this throbbing heart of mine, 
And little marvel though I sing 
When dreaming fondly of lang syne. 
The beauty of each snow-capped hill 
Is present with my soul to-night, 
It sendeth thro’ my breast a thrill 
That chases shadows of the night. 


Old faces and old forms come back, 
_ From out the misty past to cheer, 
And there is nothing that I lack, 
I look ahead without a fear. 
The year is on the wane, I know, 
Time passes with its silent tread, 
But Love with its magnetic glow 
Can cast a halo round each head. 


The snow may whirl with madd’ning sweep, 
The whistling winds spring from the hills ; 


And roaring torrents rush and leap 
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Where once there flowed sweet purling rills. 


But still my heart will ever prize 
The dreams I dreamt long, long ago, 
Since Hope has come with love-lit eyes 
To cheer me ’mid the falling snow. 


City Flowers. 


| BOUGHT a bunch of fragrant flowers, 
Far from the calm repose of bowers, 
Within a market square ; 
And as the scented smell came up 
To cheer my heart, and fill my cup, 
I thought of scenes more fair. 


Once more I was a laughing boy, 

Beside a brook, while streams of joy 
Within my soul did sing ; 

Once more I heard the warblers’ cries, 

Once more I viewed the clear blue skies, 
While life was in its Spring. 
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The beauteous glens, the trickling rills 
That laved the sides of heath-clad hills, 
Rose up before my sight ; 

The merry, joyous, child-like laugh 
’Peared as a golden epitaph 
Of childhood’s wrapt delight. 


Once more the whistling blackbird’s song 

Drowned all the noise of vice and wrong 
In one grand heaven-born hymn ; 

The meek-eyed lav’rock left its bed, 

And soared aloft ’mid clouds o’erhead, 
Piping its praise to Him. 


The thousand sweets of boyhood’s days 
Rose up before my wond’ring gaze 
Like visions in a dream— 
The old churchyard, the ivied tower, 
The old school-house—my mother’s power, 
Meet for poetic theme. 


And once more gazing at the flowers 

That called up all those pleasant hours, 
A cloud of dark regret 

Crept o’er my heart, as I thought on 

The dreams of boyhood’s day that’s gone, 
And left me in their debt. 


And yet, why should I sigh and gloom ? 
The past is now within its tomb, 
The present is our own ; 
We cannot live our youth again— 
To look for fruit ’mid winter rain 
Is folly overgrown. 


Then let us shape our lives that we 
May win a high nobility, 
Excelling prince’s power ; 
Let’s work in city mart or square, 
And strive to make our thoughts as fair 
And spotless as a flower. 
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A Storm at Ballantrae. 

Lr to the Storm King’s mighty song, 

So wild, so fierce, sublime and strong! 
The waves careering, mad with glee, 
Fling wide their arms, like monster's free ; 
Their streaming hair like gusts of snow, 
Or white-maned horses, proudly blow ; 
The shrieking winds, like souls in pain, 
Commingle with the pelting rain. 
The stormy elements combine 
To stir our hearts to thoughts divine. 
How puny mortal man appears 
Before the Storm King’s deafening cheers ! 
Hark to the shrieking of the wind, 
So like a man gone out his mind; 
The waves resounding on the shore 
Sound like cruel devils’ deafening roar; 
And weird-like cries are circling round 
While all with boundless might is crowned. 
The birds are screaming o’er the foam, 
Wild with delight in such a home; 
And every demon from the deep, 
Seems to have risen from his sleep. 


Far as the eye can reach I scan, 

An angry whirlpool, dwarfing man ; 
The wild, tempestuous, madd’ning sea 
Shrieks loudly in its frantic glee, 
Proclaiming to the world abroad 

The amazing Majesty of God. 


The Sun in its Beauty. 

"THE sun in its beauty shone down on our town, 
Like a bright flashing gem in a great monarch’s 
crown ; 

And the fair flowerets laughed, with their sweet loving 


eyes, 
As they tasted the warmth that came down from the 
skies. 
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In a deep tangled wood, far away from the town, 
The sun in compassion right gladly came down, 

And the dreamer, who lay. heavy laden with sighs, 
Was uplifted and cheered by the sun from the skies. 


In a poor lonely cot, with no light in the room, 
A poor woman lay, like a ghost from the tomb, 
All cheerless and lone, till the sun’s golden eyes 
Shone into her heart, making earth paradise. 


The sun’s joyous smile has a power of its own, 
Eclipsing completely the wealth of a throne ; 

Like a coy, winsome maiden, with bright laughing eyes, 
The sun in its beauty comes down from the skies. 


Oh! the sun in its beauty we all gladly hail, 

As it robeth with glory each bower, hill, and vale ; 

And the primroses smile with their sweet, modest eyes, 

As patie cheered with a glance of the sun from the 
skies. 


The mariner tossed on the wild raging sea, 

As lowly in prayer he bendeth his knee, 

Oh! a wild light of gladness leaps in his eyes 
As he views in its beauty the sun in the skies. 


Oh! the sun in its beauty gleams in Minnie’s hair, 
It chases from mankind the dark cloud of care ; 
And the world is a palace to rich, poor, and wise, 
When the sun in its grandeur shines in the clear skies. 


Oh! the sun in its beauty came into my heart, 

And swept far away all the phantoms of art, 

And I laughingly clasped to my heart the rich prize 
That: flashed like a diamond from out the clear skies. 
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POEMS OF SENTIMENT. 


The Friends of Old. 


‘THE years go slipping past, ah me! 
The friends of old I cannot see; 
Across the gulf of vanished years, 
I’m looking now thro’ blinding tears. 


The old familiar stile is still, 
Perched on the heather-crested hill ; 
But tho’ I look I cannot find, 

A face I knew when love was kind. 


The prattling brook is still the same, 
As when my soul was all aflame ; 
But friends I loved long, long ago, 
Have vanished like last winter’s snow. 


And yet I fain would linger still, 
To list the music of the rill, 

Beside the homestead that my soul, 
Will love as long as ages roll. 


Oh, dear old soul-inspiring place, 
Where first I started on life’s race ; 
My soul goes rushing out to thee, 
As streamlet to the surging sea. 


And as the years slip past I know, 
The tender grace, the gentle glow, 
That used to thrill this soul of mine, 
Will never more upon me shine. 


But still my soul will always cling, 
Inspiring me to sweetly sing, 

The praises of that little spot, 
That ne’er on earth can be forgot. 
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Dinna Forget. 
DEN4 forget the freens o’ your youth, 
An’ dinna pass poverty by ; 


Dinna forget that honour an’ truth 
Are jewels that w’alth canna buy. 


Dinna be sweirt to dae a guid turn, 
But dinna let a’ the warld ken; 

Dinna forget the hamely wee burn, 
That wimples sae sweet in yon glen. 


Dinna be tempted to gi’e up the auld 
For queer fangled quirks o’ the new ; 
Dinna depart frae your forefaither’s fauld, 

An’ dinna get helplessly fou. 


Dinna forget the auld fashioned fowks, 
Ye kent in the days o’ lang syne ; 
Dinna forsake the rough hamely jokes 
Ye aince thocht uncommonly fine. 


Dinna forget to lay by a croon, 

It’s usefu’ when freens are awa’; 
Dinna forget to lilt a bit tune, 

*Tis blithesome, an’ bonnie, an’ braw. 


Dinna forget that w’alth canna buy 
The peace o’ a puir mortal’s soul ; 
Dinna forget, but constantly try, 
To steer clear 0’ vanity’s goal. 


Dinna forget, whatever ye dae, 
To help the doon trodden pur ; 
Dinna forget that liberty gay 
Is better than riches an’ care. 


Dinna forget thro’ thick an’ thro’ thin, 
To give of your best like a man; 
Dinna forget, ’tis better to win 
God’s smile than much siller an’ lan’. 
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There's a Good Time Coming Yet. 


TH? the world is dark and dreary, 

And the sky is overcast ; 

Tho’ there is no gleam to cheer ye, 
As the days keep slipping past: 

Do not frown nor be downhearted, 
Tho’ success you ne’er have met, 

If from Hope you have not parted, 
There’s a good time coming yet. 


Tho’ this world is full of trouble, 
And you haven’t got a friend ; 
Tho’ your wishes may take double 
Of the cash you have to spend,— 
Take a bite that’s earned, tho’ humble, 
Ere you’d run yourself in debt ; 
Never moan, and groan, and grumble, 
There’s a good time coming yet. 


Tho’ wild Folly, Fame, and Fashion, 
Should neglect you as you pass ; 
Tho’ grim want should lay its lash on, 
And should never fill your glass ; 
Still be cheery as a linnet, 
"Nis a coward’s lot to fret, 
Spin a golden thread and weave it— 
There’s a good time coming yet. 


What tho’ lords and dukes and princes, 
Are arrayed with gold galore ; 

Tho’ your bairns are garbed in winceys, 
With fell hunger at your door, 

Do your best to summon Laughter, 
And a mead of joy you'll get, 

If not here, then sure—Hereafter, 
There’s a good time coming yet. 
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Dinna Sigh an’ Dinna Fret. 
DINNA sigh an’ dinna fret, 

There’s a guid time coming yet; 
Cock yer beaver, sing and dance, 
Thrilled wi’ veesions o’ Romance ; 
Tho’ the days hae vanished lang, 
Since ye heard your mither’s sang, 


Dinna growl an’ tak’ the pet, 
Tho’ you've something to regret. 


Dinna greet, an’ dinna gloom, 

In this warld ye'll aye find room 
To dae guid, gin ye but try, 

God is aye enthroned on high ; 
Twine that fact aroun’ your heart, 
Never, never, frae it part, 

An’ ye'll find as days gae bye, 

Ye will sing instead o’ sigh. 


Dinna gloom an’ growl at Fate, 
Or be swayed by gruesome Hate ; 
See a sunbeam in ilk shower, 

Dae a guid turn ilka hour ; 

Then your soul will loup an’ sing, 
Wi’ the freshness 0’ young Spring ; 
Ye are aye in Nature’s debt, 
Dinna sigh, an’ dinna fret. 


Dinna aye be fu’ o’ self, 

Or be runnin’ after pelf ; 

Keep your soul as pure an’ white, 
As a starbeam burning bright ; 
There’s a walth in doing good, 
Let that fact be understood, 

And a crown of Peace you'll get, 
Dinna sigh, an’ dinna fret. 
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Catch a Sunbeam. 


CATCH a sunbeam if you can, 
Weave it into life and plan, 
Aye to be a happy man. 


Pluck a lovely fragrant flower, 
Woo its message hour by hour, 
Sitting in rare Wisdom’s bower. 


Do a kind deed every day, 
’Twill entice your soul to pray, 
Shedding sunshine by the way. 


Never harbour thought unkind, 
Never be to honour blind, 
Strive to elevate your mind. 


Keep in touch with God and then 
You will be the best of men, 
Pure as streamlet in the glen. 


Worldly wealth will pass away, 
Heaven’s gold will with you stay, 
To enrich you day by day. 


Keep within your soul a song, 
Aye to happiness belong, 
Hope will keep you ever strong. 


Do not grumble at life’s rod, 
Then your soul will bravely plod, 
On and upward unto God. 
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Dreams. 


DREAMING by day, dreaming by night, 
Can fill my soul with pure delight ; 

And if my dreams were ta’en away, 

I’d never have a happy day. 


But golden dreams like sunshine rare, 
Can strip my soul of sordid care, 

Can make me rise from care and doubt, 
To drive all gloomy shadows out. 


Sweet blesséd dreams they bring to me, 
A message full of love and glee ; 

And life is filled with fragrant flowers, 
Enriching all the passing hours. 


Oh! radiant dreams, like visions old, 
You strew my track with gleaming gold, 
You make my life a pleasing theme, 
Where Peace and Love both reign supreme. 


Then let me dream, when nights are long, 
‘Twill put a sunbeam in my song, 

And all the world will know from me, 
That Life is full of love and glee. 


Rare golden dreams, like nymph divine, 
You thrill my soul with richest wine, 
And that is why my dearest theme, 
Springs into birth, because I dream. 
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Do the Right. 


, my laddie, what’s the matter ? 
Dinna hing your heid ; 

What tho’ gom’rals clype and clatter, 
Shun them a’ wi’ speed. 

Keep on smiling, dauntless ever, 
Always do the right ; 

Then your soul like pulsing river, 
Will be clear and bright. 


Head erect, aye tell your story, 
Like an open book ; 

Be your hearer Whig or Tory, 
Peasant, Prince, or Duke ; 

Honesty, like starbeams shining, 
In the murky night, 

Ever keeps your soul from pining, 
Go, and do the right. 


Honour bright is treasure golden, 
Passing wealth of man ; 

Never be to scamps beholden, 
Do the best you can. 

Life is full of hope and beauty, 
Then with love unite ; 

When you boldly do your duty, 
You are doing right. 
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Beautiful Things. 


A LITTLE child whose prattling laugh, 
Like music of the singing stream, 
Is fairer far than monarch’s star, 
And lovely as a poet’s dream. 


A bursting blossom in the dell, 

With grace and beauty all its own, 
Appeals to me, because I see, 

A gem that dwarfs a gilded throne. 


A tiny lark, far in the blue, 
Trilling a sweet impassioned lay, 
Brings to my breast a heavenly rest, 
And sheds a sunbeam on my way. 


A downy flake of virgin snow, 
Like angel ’mid a world of sin, 
Brings beauty to all things in view, 
Ev’n tho’ it ushers Winter in. 


A kindly thought, a loving word, 

May prove a sunbeam on life’s road, 
Transforming strife to perfect life, 

The prototype of Nature’s God. 


June 17th, 1913. 
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CAMEOES IN VERSE. 
On a Pharisee. 


ERE lies a saint, a saint on earth, 
Ye ken the kind I mean,— 
Thro’ heavens yett, gin he sud get, 
Auld Nick is cheatit clean. 


On a Miser. 
A puir wee stumpit bit o’ clay, 
Rests here until the judgment day, 
If ’mang the saints he cuts a dash, 
He'll snap his wings for ready cash. 


On a Fiirt. 

Oh, flirt, oh, flirt, puir lump o’ dirt, 
To break herts was her passion, 
Oh, muckle deil, aye guard her weel, 
An’ owre her lay your lash on. 


Riches. 
ND am I rich? of course I am, 
I have a wife and bairnies three, 


I prize them more than fortune’s store, 
Because I love, and they love me. 


To-morrow. 


WHEN I was young I always said, 
To-morrow when I rise from bed, 
I'll start to walk in wisdom’s way ; 
But as I older grew I found 


To-morrow never yet came round, 


And so I said I'll start to-day. 
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God’s Wisdom. 
Gov did not give me wealth because 
I might be spoiled by men’s applause ; 
And so to compensate, ere long, 
He gave to me the power of song ; 


And now I know,—contented quite,— 
God gave me what was wise and right. 


Lines on a Five Pound Note. 


PuiR flimsy, dirty bit o’ paper, 

For thee mankind wad cut a caper— 
Wad gladly burn the midnight taper, 

Wi’ wrackin’ brain, 
To find at last a flectin’ vapour 

Instead o’ gain. 


Duty. 


“TRustT God, and do your duty with a smile, 
Nor grumble that your path is not more bright ; 
The clouds will pass, and sunshine in a while, 
Will flood the soul of him who doeth right. 


Self-Righteousness. 


“THE world wags on, heedless of you, 

This may seem strange, but not less true; 
Be not puffed up, what thou can’st do 

Down here below, 
Thy faults are great, thy virtues few— 

Tis well to know. 


True Courage. 


IS not the hero, who ’mid battle’s smoke, 
With head erect confronts the wily foe, 
That wins the prize, but he who breaks the yoke 
Of sin, and to the tempter answers No! 
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Time and Eternity. 


IME is a grain of sand upon the shore, 
A drop of water in the boundless sea, 

Compared with that illimitable store 

That lies concealed within eternity. 


The World. 


THIS world is just a market queer, 
Where many buy, and sell, and shout, 


To make a little fortune here, 
And when ’tis made, their light goes out. 


To-day. 


Boe -DAY is yours, so strive to do 
A noble deed that cannot die; 
For when to-day has gone from you, 
To you it ne’er again comes nigh. 


Children. 


OF: let the little children play, 

As fair as flowers, as free as birds ; 
Light as a blessed sunbeam’s ray, 

And soothing as heart touching words. 
Pledges of love, oh, may no rod 
FR’er break their simple trust in God. 


Keeping a Secret. 


| GAVE a friend of mine a pound, 
And told my loving wife 

To tell no one beneath the sun 
(*Twould only lead to strife). 

She gave her promise staunch and true, 
But that night ere she slept, 

She told a friend in secret, too— 
That’s how a secret’s kept. 
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Religion. 


RELIGION is not pious prayers, 
Tho’ they be loud and long ; 

Nor is it weeding out the tares, 
Whose roots are stout and strong, 

All very good no doubt, but yet, 
Great hypocrites are we, 

If ’mid our prayers we can’t forget, 
The charm of L. S. D. 


The Love of Home. 


WHItHIN my heart I dearly prize, 
A love that with a passion sighs 
(No matter where I roam), 
To dwell again ’mid scenes of youth, 
For nothing can eclipse forsooth 
The love of Home, Sweet Home. 


Memory. 


THE day is dark, the wind is chill, 
Wild clouds sweep thro’ the sky ; 

I sit within my room until 
The midnight hour is nigh ; 

And as the fire burns low I dream— 
Sweet dreams of long ago— 

When life was peaceful as a stream, 
And pure as virgin snow. 


Old faces and old forms come back, 
From out the misty past ; 

The storm no longer scowls so black, 
Nor skies seem overcast ; 

A thrill of pleasure passing sweet, 
Goes thro’ this heart of mine, 

And lays rich treasures at my feet, 
I owned in “auld lang syne.”’ 
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‘LILTS AND LAYS O° ITHER DAYS. 


The Lass for Me. 


‘THE lass I coorted lang sin syne, 
When summer days were lang, 

Doon in yon glade, by nature made, 
I capered, loo’ed, an’ sang ; 

The warld was fu’ o’ merriment, 
Birds trilled on ilka tree, 

And ilka ane, piped but ae strain, 
Oh, that’s the lass for me. 


The joy o’ Spring was in her face, 
The rose was on her cheek, 
I laughed to tell the sweet blue bell, 
Its grace ‘fore her was weak ; 
The brawlin’ stream louped doon sae gay, 
Liltin’ its sang wi’ glee, 
And ilka strain, piped this refrain, 
Oh, that’s the lass for me. 


I looked on Nature, an’ my heart 
Re-echoed ilka word, 

And blessed the boon, the lichtsome tune, 
That cam’ frae stream an’ bird ; 

I took the lassie to my hame, 
And till the day I dee, 

I'll sing wi’ pride, I’'d scorn to hide— 
Oh, she’s the lass for me. 


Sunday Evening. 
A PEACEFUL calm was all around, 


On hill and dale with heather crowned, 


God’s smile was plainly seen ; 
The setting sun lit up the hills, 
Gave diamonds to the trickling rills 

That flashed with dazzling sheen. 
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The tow’ring trees like guardsmen stood, 
Sublime and grand ’mid solitude ; 
Sweet Nature looked her best ; 
The gentle kine ’mid clover fed, 
The twitt’ring birds sang overhead, 
And all seemed truly blest. 


The ripening corn in beauty grew, 

And spake of God’s great goodness to 
The erring race of men ; 

We thought a glimpse of Heaven above, 

Was seen in all this bower of love, 
Like mortal born again. 


Dreaming. 
No: I cannot call it fancy, for it seems so plain and 
clear, 
Like the sunbeam rising early in the Spring ; 
And I listen for the music that, alas! I never hear, 
As I dream of little warblers on the wing. 
Yet the olden days come trooping from the shadows of 
the past, 
Bringing laughter, blessed laughter, in their train ; 
And I love to sit here musing, tho’ I know joy cannot 
last, 
And the buried hopes of youth ne’er come again. 


Oh, a blessed vision thrills me, as I view the dear old 
spot, 
And I would not barter dreaming thus for gold ; 
And I gloat with joy unceasing on my little natal cot, 
As I harbour dreams that never can be told. 
Oh, blessed, blessed visions how you cheer my soul to- 
night, 
Like the cooling, sweet refreshing balm of rain ; 
And I smile thro’ teardrops streaming, as I view these 
visions bright, ; 
Tho’ I know to me they’ll never come again. 
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The Wail O’ the Weary Win’. 


O# the win’ is singin’ a dismal sang, 
As it wanes thro’ the leafless trees, 
Like the wail o’ a soul, left oot in the caul, 
Hauf deid wi’ the blustrin’ breeze. 
And I daurna gang to sleep mysel, 
For the win’ skirls lood an’ lang, 
Like a ghaist forsooth, that is buried in truth, 
"Mang the fowks wha’s herts are wrang. 


Aye the win’ is skirlin’ an eerie tune, 
And I hear my ain hert sab oot 

Like a droonin’ man, in sicht o’ the lan’, 
Whawr he ne’er may place his foot ; 

And I canna steek my een this nicht, 
For the storm withoot an’ within, 

Like a ghaist frae the tomb, or the crack 0’ doom, 
Is the wail o’ the weary win’. 


True Wealth. 


“THE greatest blessing man can own, 
Lies not in wealth untold; 

And pomp and power can not atone, 
If all your heart be cold. 

But if your conscience is at rest, 
Fed by Love’s holy flame, 

You harbour then the richest guest, 
The tongue of man can name. 

Then add to this, a mind content, 

A million ne’er could pay the rent. 
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There’s a Little Spot. 
"THERE'S a little spot, "neath a woodland glade, 
Where a stalwart youth once wooed a maid ; 
The youth was poor and the maid was proud, 
And poverty’s nought ‘neath mammon’s crowd ; 
So she bartered Love for a lordling’s aid. 


There’s a little spot, in a dainty nook, 

Where a fragile maid cannot sunshine brook ; 
Her heart is broke, and, to tell the truth, 
She sighs for the Love of her stalwart youth, 

And she’d barter gold for her Lover’s look. 


There’s a little spot, ’neath a woodland glade, 
Where a faded flower is full lowly laid; 

Since she cast aside a heart of gold, 

The wealth of this world turned dim and old, 
So she drooped and died in the autunm’s shade. 


Fair-Weather Christians. 


WHEN all the world is fair and bright, 
And Hope and Joy come streaming in, 
With angels we all take delight, 
And wear a self-contented grin ; 
But when a little cloud springs up, 
To mar our comfort and our ease, 
We swear there’s poison in our cup, 
And growl like devils hard to please. 
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A Thunderstorm in Summer. 


A GOLDEN flush appeared on every side, 
The sloping trees and mountains capped with 
green ; 
The bees were humming hazily around 
The honeysuckle and the bells of blue ; 
The purple heather laughed up at the sun, 
And butterflies were flitting to and fro; 
All Nature seemed so beautiful and fair, 
And not a sound was heard on either hand. 
When lo, as in the twinkling of an eye, 
The scene was changed as by a wizard’s touch ; 
A distant rumbling came from out the hills, - 
Like muffled drums, and then a flash of light, 
Like some huge serpent wriggling in the air, 
Lit up the scene with strange and lurid light, 
And then a crack, like crack of doom, crashed down 
Upon the startled sheep, and for a time 
We thought some naval fight was in full swing. 
The revelry of Heaven with deaf’ning din 
Came thund’ring forth with intermittent peals, 
Until methought the everlasting hills 
Were rent in twain, as crack on crack was heard. 
I stood entranced as if some magic spell 
Had bound me with a strange magnetic power ; 
The Heavens opened and a deluge came, 
The hills were fissured by a thousand streams, 
The thunder bellowed, while the light’ning flashed. 
The scene was startling for I never heard 
A din so wild and terrible before. 
And as I listen’d to the deaf’ning roar, 
And watched the weird contortions of the light, 
I could not fail to comprehend the power, 
The solemn majesty and might of God, 
Who made the elements to wage and war, 
Like weird infernal imps from lowest hell. 
Before His power frail man becomes a dwarf, 
A puny worm that grovels in the earth. 
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And so I pay my homage to the King, 

The Lord of Light immaculate and strong, 
Who in the twinkling of an eye can change 

A smiling summer landscape into wild 

And terrible confusions, till we think 

The crack of doom has come, for weal or woe. 


On the Hills. 


OH: the hills are full of beauty, 
And the heather, rich and fine, 

Brings a balm with comfort laden, 
To this weary soul of mine. 


Oh, the sun in dazzling splendour, 
Bathes the country side with gold, 

And the freshness of sweet Nature, 
Is revealed in glen and wold. 


Oh, I love the mystic moorland, 
And the streamlet’s crooning song, 

For it seems to bring me nearer 
That far land where Day is long. 


There’s a glamour on the hill tops, 
There’s a calm in every vale, 
For the impress of God’s finger 
Is stamped on flower and dale. 


Oh, the little lark that wingeth, 
Its dizzy singing flight, 

Lifts up our souls in gladness, 
To bask in Heaven’s light. 


Then, oh, give to me the moorlands, 
And the peace of wooded glen, 
Where I can talk to Nature, 
Far from the rush of men. 
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I Often Think. 


| OFTEN think this world of ours, 

With all its wealth of birds and 
flowers, 

Its rippling rills, and heather-clad hills, 

Contains a balm for weary hours. 


I often think the star-gemm’d sky, 
The seabirds as they whirr and fly, 
The bounding sea, so wild and free, 
Contain a balm when care is nigh. 


I often think the golden sun, 

The little lambkins as they run, 

The tow’ring trees, kissed by the breeze, 
Contain a balm for every one. 


I often think the seasons all, 

The birds, the flowers, the fruits that fall, 
Stern winter's snow, when wild winds blow, 
Contain a balm for large and small. 


I often think when clouds are nigh, 
And sorrow makes the weak ones cry, 
When ’cross the bar, we’re drifting far, 
God’s love can banish every sigh. 


I often think did we but see, 

The Love of God, so full and free, 

We'd gladly own, God’s sun-capp’d throne, 
Contained a balm for you and me. 


96 


POEMS. 


The West Bay. 
Tune: “ Rothesay Bay.”’ 


H, a heavenly pleasure thrills me, 
And the love lichts in my ee, 

As I dream o’ scenes fu’ bonnie, 

Sacred to infancy. 
The Balgie Burn, sae loesome, 

And the heather braes aboon, 
Seem like a glint o’ paradise, 

Whilk sets my heart in tune. 


Oh, the West Bay in the morning, 
Is fair as ony bride, 
When the wavelets ’neath the sunbeam’s blush, 
Are dancing in their pride, 
And when starnies stud the heavens, 
And the mune in stately grace 
Rests on the ocean like a gleam 
O’ beauty frae God’s face. 


Oh, sweet and precious beauty, 
Broods o’er the lovely scene, 
That keeps alive auld memories, 
And brings tears to my een. 
And my heart wi’ joy is leaping, 
Like a little child at play, 

As in fancy noo I proudly view 
Thy love encircling Bay. 


~~ 
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In the Country. 


O#. what a thrill of wild delight, 
Runs thro’ my bosom as I write, 

For as I sit, I see the sky, 

Clear as the gleam of childhood’s eye; 

The purple heather all around 

Lights up each hill and rising ground, 

While beauty, like the kiss of Love, | 

Lifts up my soul to God above. 


A monarch’s crown, how poor, how tame, 
Compared with gems that I can name, 
The honeysuckle’s wild perfume, 

And roses with their lovely bloom, 

Steal o’er my soul, until I feel, 

A charm that makes my senses reel, 

And gazing all around I scan 

God’s boundless wealth to mortal man. 


The charm of Peace is all around, 

On hill and sea and flower-gemm’d ground, 
And cloudlets white as carded wool, 

Float o’er my head, so calm and cool. 

The songsters’ carol ’bove the hills, 

The music of the rippling rills, 

Combine to thrill and fill my soul, 

That points to an Eternal goal. 


Oh, what a thrill of wild delight 

Runs thro’ my bosom as I write ; 

The grandeur of Dame Nature’s wealth, 
Brings in its train repose and health. 
Far from the city’s smoke and din, 

I ope my soul to let God in ; 

And on the wings of Faith and Love, 
With soaring lark I mount above. 
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I Know a Man. 


| KNOW a man, a poor old man— 
So far as money goes, 

His home is mean, yet always clean, 
Likewise his ragged clothes. 

He cannot call a groat his own, 
Because he gets no pay, 

Yet, ’pon my word, blithe as a bird, 
He’s singing all the day. 


The snows of eighty winters now, 
Have bleached his raven hair, 

Yet wrinkles do not dim his brow, 
Because he scorneth care. 

His wealth it lies in sweet content, 
For like a child at play 

Misfortune’s frown ne’er keeps him down, 
He’s laughing all the day. 


Desolation. 


TH flower that blossomed in the spring 
Lies faded in my lonely room ; 
The form that taught my soul to sing 
Is cold and silent in the tomb. 


The rose that blushed upon her cheek, 
A twin to that upon the tree, 

Is crushed and torn—I dare not speak 
The tender thoughts that rise in me. 


The sun has lost its brilliant power, 
The world is full of storm and strife ; 
I cannot find one pleasant hour 
Since she has gone from out my life. 
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A Crony. 


O# give to me a crony dear, 
Then care and grief and folly 
Will quickly fly, 
With downcast eye, 
And with him I'll be jolly. 


We'll laugh and sing like birds in Spring, 
And scatter glints of gladness, 

And live again, 

In flower-gemm’d glen, 
When life was free from sadness. 


We'll blithely smack care on the back, 
And leap like wavelets playing 

Upon the shore, 

In days of yore, 
When we two went a-Maying. 


A crony dear with heart sincere, 
That ne’er sought after fashion, 
Is dearer far, 
Than diamond star, 
Or idle worldling’s passion. 


Oh, crony mine, for auld lang syne, 
When we with Fun were linking, 
Thro’ meadows sweet, 
With flowers at feet, 
And thoughts well worth the thinking. 


I'll pledge a cup, come fill it up, 
This toast is worth the quaffing, 
The days of old, 
With hearts of gold, 
And hours that passed with daffing. 
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There is no Death. 


“THERE is no death, when mortals sleep 
That long, long sleep; they wake again 
Beyond, somewhere, to work and reap 
What they have sown ’mid haunts of men. 


"Tis vain for us to puzzle o’er 
The mystery of God’s decree ; 

Sufficient Love is still in store 
To comfort sinners such as me. 


And what our friends call death is just 
A laying down of Duty here, 

Our bones co-mingling with the dust, 
Our soul uprising to its sphere. 


Courage, Brother. 


COURAGE, brother, help another 
With a smile, a word of cheer ; 
Meet him singing, sweet hope bringing 
To his heart throughout the year. 


Care dispelling, from thy dwelling, 
Bring a sunbeam when you come ; 

Then the smiling of Hope’s wiling 
Will make ev’ry grumble dumb. 


Courage, brother, help another, 
Life is far too short for tears ; 
Bring your gladness free from sadness 
Into all the coming years. 
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I am a Millionaire. 


[VE wealth untold, worth more than gold, 
Excelling diamonds fine ; 

Eclipsing, too, the dazzling view 
Which lordlings call divine. 

The power of Love, straight from above, 
Transcends all earthly dross ; 

An’ ’neath its glance, I laugh and dance, 
The lack of gold’s no loss. 


I’ve treasures grand, on every hand, 
No Monarch can dispute ; 
The tow’ring hills, the rippling rills, 
Clear as a silver lute. 
The fragrant flowers, in lovely bowers, : 
The music of the sea, 
Are peace and hope, and widely ope, 
Rich mines of wealth for me. 


I envy not the noble’s lot; 
God’s wealth is all around : 

And jewels flash while fountains dash 
Their treasure’s o’er the ground. 
The gold that dwells in nestling dells 
Was wrought by Nature’s hand ; 
And on the worth of Mother Earth 

I proudly take my stand. 


I’ve wealth untold, and glitt’ring gold, 
That misers hug and prize, 

Ne’er troubles me, because I see, 
The grandeur of God’s skies. 

The birds that sing, on lightsome wing, 
Dispelling every care ; 

And all day long this is my song 
I am a Millionaire. 
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The Optimist. 


clouds are black, but what of that ? 
I know the sun is near; 

And tho’ with lords I never sat, 

Yet I have much to cheer. 
The race for wealth on ev’ry hand 

Has knocked me down the hill, 
But I arise with vision bland’ 

Because I’m living still. 


The Duke has gold and power and place, 
But what is that to me? 
I always keep a smiling face, 
Tho’ low my pedigree. 
And if my couch is not of down, 
Why should I hang my head ? 
I fancy that I wear a crown 
And sleep sound in my bed. 


The loud resounding trump of Fame 
Has ne’er assailed my ear ; 

But what of that ? I do not blame 
Nor don a haughty sneer. 

What tho’ prosperity to some 
Bring riches of a Jew, 

I woo content—am never glum 
Because my wants are few. 


Tho’ lordlings strut ’mid pomp and power 
And dine with ladies fair, 

And count their coffer every hour 
Enamoured by its glare. 

I’m happy as a bird in May, 
Tho’ poor, I’m not in debt, 

And always strive to humbly pray 
Thank God I’m living yet. 
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Life’s Tragedy. 


PHILOSOPHY can never make 
The soul of man at peace, | 

While doubting billows wildly break, 
And storms of Hate increase.. 

And phantoms ghost-like weirdly rise, 
Like spectres from the tomb, 

When Self and Cant Truth ostracise 
And lure man to his doom. 


The glamour of a sounding name 
Drowns wisdom in a sea, 

And man is magnetised by Fame 
He chases o’er the lea. 

And mammon’s jarring, marring song, 
Is wooed with bated breath, 

Men find in it a passion strong 
E’en tho’ it leads to Death. 


Oh, strange philosophy, and yet 
The perverse heart of man 

Lies tangled in the subtle net 
Laid by the Devil’s plan. 

And discords, black as imps of hell, 
Chase Peace and comfort out, 

Installing vices that rebel, 
Transforming Hope to Doubt. 


Oh, Life, strange mystic, warping faith, 


We rush into the night ; 
Careless of Time, heedless of Death, 
We court the Devil’s blight. 
And yet Life’s tragedy might be, 
A great consuming grace, 
If we from sin would only flee 
And seek God’s loving face. 
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Away From the Town. 


[™ away from the rush and the clamour, 
I’m away from the whirl of the town, 
In the heart of a scene to enamour, 
Where the breezes can paint my cheeks brown. 
The mountains with heather are laden, 
The glens and the valleys are deep, 
And my heart is as light as a maiden, 
Or a babe as it wakens from sleep. 


I’m away from the stars and the scramble, 
I’m away from the heart breaking care, 

To the home of the bee and the bramble, 
And a vision of beauty so rare. 

The scent of the heather to cheer me, 
And a dream of delight in the sea, 

And I have not a trouble to fear me, 
As I feast on rich treasure so free. 


_I’m away from the sin and the sorrow, 
I’m away from the soul warping town, 
Where to-day is a twin of to-morrow, 
And beauty aye weareth her crown. 
The country so charming and winning 
Brings peace to my soul as I write, 
Till my fancy is busily spinning 
A scene that knows nothing of night. 


Some Old Forgotten Air. 


N the heart is full of sadness, 
And the mind harassed with care, 

There is beauty, there is gladness, 

In some old forgotten air,— 
In some soothing, pleasing ditty, 

That our fathers sang of old, 
Bringing gladness,—chasing sadness,— 

Dearer far than gleaming gold. 
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When misfortune’s hanging o’er us, 
And the sun’s ‘neath an eclipse, 
When dark hatred’s baneful chorus, 
Brings a murmur to our lips ; 

Then a blissful strain of music, 
That we learned in days of yore, 

Bringeth gladness, turneth sadness 
Into light and love once more. 


When the world is full of scheming, 
And the path seems dark and drear, 

When the god of Cant is screaming, 
Ever madly in our ear ; 

Let us sing some lovely ballad 
That my mother used to sing, 

Then bright gladness, ousting sadness, 
Bringeth to my soul sweet spring. 


If Death Were All? 


|F Death were all, then fain I’d go to sleep, 
And leave the discord of this world behind ; 
But half afraid, I dare not take a leap 
Into the dark because I’m almost blind.. 
Sweet pleasure once, like to a fragrant flower, 
Came to my soul and made my life a dream, 
But as time passed some soul destroying power 
Usurped my Peace upon Life’s fitful stream. 
My days and nights are now perplexed and dark, 
And Love, that once shone brilliant as a star, 
No longer lights or guides my fragile barque. 
I’m drifting out from Love and Hope afar. 
If Death were all, then fain I’d go to sleep, 
I stand upon the brink but dare not leap. 
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When I was Young. 
WHEN I was young 


I always sung 
A song all wreathed with flowers ; 
Now that I’m old 
I still make bold 
To woo the self same bowers. 


Because I know 
That care and woe 
Won't stand before a smile ; 
And that is why 
I always try 
To banish care a mile. 


A laughing face 
Commands a place 

With sunbeams all around ; 
But fret and cry, 
And long to die, 

You might as well be drowned. 


This world of ours 
Is full of flowers, 
In every nook you’ll find 
Some dainty thing, 
To make you sing, 
And purify your mind. 


Don’t hang your head, 
Look up instead, 

This world’s a grand old place ; 
And you can sing 
A song to bring 

A sunbeam to each face. 
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Contentment. 


WHEN doleful dumps would crush me down, 
And sorrow seems deep as the sea, 
Why should I wear an angry frown, 
There are thousands ten times worse than me.- 


The world has never brought me gold, 
And pomp and power I fail to see, 
And tho’ betimes out in the cold, 
There are thousands ten times worse than me. 


The power of gold may be to some 
An idol that they hug with glee ; 
Tho’ scant of cash, I’m never glum, 
There are thousands ten times worse than me. 


The lord, my duke, goes prancing by, 
With gilded trappings flush and free,— 
I walk along without a sigh, 
There are thousands ten times worse than me. 


The millionaire with princely style, 
Has powdered flunkies at his knee ; 
I breathe the air of God and smile, 
There are thousands ten times worse than me. 


Then tho’ the world should never bring 
Its treasures from the mine or sea, 
I’m quite content to always sing, 
There are thousands ten times worse than me. 


Dare to be Good. 


DARE to be good and you will find 
This world a lovely place ; 
Trust God and from the clouds dark-lined 
Will peep an angel’s face. 
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Lines. 

Now that the gloaming shadows fall around thy 
honoured head, 

May blessings rich and rare abound, to Joy and Plenty 
wed, 

And make the sunbeam’s setting glow light up your ~ 
heart and make 

The clouds of care take wings and flee, I pray for 
friendships’ sake. 

The sun, when radiant beauty throws on hill and dale 


and stream, 

And so may you as evening falls, find Love a golden 
theme, 

And may no cloudlet dim your sky, may nothing warp 
your love, 


Till ’cross the bar, you sweetly glide, to Home and 
Peace above. 


The Race for Wealth. 


POOR unstable fool is man, 
Whose whole religion is to plan 
How he can gather riches ; 
And cares not as he runs the race 
If he should take a brother’s place— 
The greed of wealth bewitches. 
But, after all, what does he get, 
When caught within the tempter’s net, 
A shadow gaunt and fleeting 
That haunts him like a spectre grim, 
That makes his very vision dim 
And fearful of God’s greeting. 
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Is Life a Dream ? 


S life a dream and death a fraud ? 
And is the soul a phantom, too ? 
The sceptic says there is no God, 
Then pray who brought all things to view ? 
The golden moon, whose grandeur shines 
Deep set within the heavenly blue, 
The jewelled star that intertwines 
Like spotless vision pure and true, 
Are these the fruit of chance or scheme 
That owes not to some power supreme ? 


Is life a dream? and is the soul 

A fleeting phantom that will die ? 
Is death an undiscovered pole ? 

Then pray who formed the earth and sky ? 
The bounding waves that rush and roar, 

The whistling winds that loudly cry, 
The golden sand upon the shore, 

The white winged birds that fleetly fly, 
These marv’lous wonders of the sea, 

Sure point to some Divinity. 


The rumbling thunder as it rolls, 

Amid the grand majestic hills, 
Preaches a lesson to men’s souls, 

With power that wondrous love instils ; 
The light’ning flashing clear and bright, 

The rain that turns the busy mills, 
Kisses the flowers with touch so light, 

And gives fresh beauty to the rills, 
Can trace their origin I trow 

To Him of the unclouded brow. 


Is life a dream? Is there no God ? 
No afterland where all is bright ? 
The sceptic calls this world a fraud 
Because his thoughts are black as night ; 
The seasons as they come and go, 
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The apple-blossoms red and white, 
The rainbow’s form, the virgin snow 
That falleth with its touch so light, 
Should teach us that some power Divine 
Had fashioned your poor frame and mine. 


Is life a dream ? and when the breath 
Has left this feeble flickering frame, 
Is there a life beyond pale death 
That takes the terror from its name ? 
Is there a something that outshines 
The glory of earth’s hollow fame ? 
Is there a grandeur that entwines 
The soul of man with Love’s pure flame ? 
Ah, yes, there is a love supreme 
Beyond, which says Life ts no dream. 


Lift My Soul. 


LF? my soul, oh Lord to Thee, 
Set my ransomed spirit free, 

Let me feel Thy power divine, 

Touch my soul and make it Thine. 


Lift my soul from worldly dross, 
Let me view Thy humble cross, 
Make my faith be strong to rise 
To thy home in Paradise. 


Lift my soul from care and strife, 
Make me lead a better life, 

Make my song be full and free, 
Till it sings of none but Thee. 


Lift my soul, oh Lord, above, 
Shield me with Thy wondrous love, 
Let me feel Thy power divine, 
Touch my soul and make it Thine. 
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Gin Care Sud Come. 


GN care sud come, wi’ looks fu’ glum, 
Just list a hamely sang, 

An’ syne ye’'ll see, the gom’ral flee, 
He’s bided here owre lang. 

The power o’ sang, is stout an’ strang, 
Surpassin’ words o’ mine, 

It brings relief for ilka grief, 
An’ glorifies lang syne. 


Gin cankert care wad strive to snare 
The heart o’ you or me, 

Let’s lilt a tune, or quietly croon, 
A gem o’ minstrelsie. 

Then by my sang the coof will gang 
To hide his head for shame, 

Tor, sung wi’ skill, a sang can kill 
An’ blind the Devil’s flame. 


Let care an’ strife, pass frae your life, 
Syne lilt the sangs o’ auld, 
The lichtsome lays, o’ ither days, 
When knights were staunch an’ bauld. 
Then peace will come, to strike care dumb, 
An’ mak’ bricht veesions thrang, 
For naething can the heart trepan 
Like blithesome Scottish sang. 


What’s the Good ? 


Wats the good of sighing after 
Mystic castles in the air? 
Better build a lowly mansion, 
And let comfort enter there. 


What’s the good of sighing daily 
For the glamour of a crown ? 
Do your best to follow duty, 
It will lead you to renown. 
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What’s the good of chasing shadows, 
That are fleeting as a dream ? 
Life is surely worth the living, 
Hope a grand eternal theme. 


What’s the good of wailing ever, 
Are you never in the wrong ? 

Better far to woo the morning, 
With a sunbeam in your song. 


What’s the good of idly fretting 
For the things beyond your reach ? 
Pluck the blossoms that are springing, 
Teaching more than pastors preach. 


What’s the good of courting folly, 
With its tinselled warning rod ? 
Truth and wisdom, tho’ in tatters, 
Yet are anchored safe with God. 


The Soul’s Destiny. 


"Ts folly to suppose the soul will die 
When this frail piece of clay lies in the tomb ; 
My soul will soar above, beyond the sky, 
To realms unknown, untrammelled from all gloom. 


What I will flnd beyond this world of time 
I cannot tell, nor do I care to guess ; 
I only know I have a faith sublime 
Which tells me that my peace will not be less. 


What do I care for sceptic’s scoffing sneers ? 
Distorted dupes, dark draped and full of lies ; 
Their lives are blighted with wild doubts and fears, 

Altho’ they laugh to scorn our Paradise. 
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"Tis not the man who flouts and fumes and flings 
His poisoned arrows at the Christian’s faith, 

Who finds at death the peace that proudly brings 
A solace that will cheer his parting breath. 


Walk hand in hand with God and you will find 
A wondrous peace when death’s drawing nigh ; 
The sweetest comfort to the human mind 
When gloaming falls is Jesus standing by. 


Death comes to all, and yet the soul lives on, 
Beyond the pale of death, no lifeless clod— 
Eternal as the Father on His throne 
The soul mounts up from nature unto God. 


Do Your Best. 


HEN fortune seems both drear and dark, 
When all your hopes have missed the mark, 
Keep singing like the soaring lark, 
Do your best. 


When friends forsake you one by one, 
When clouds obscure the smiling sun, 
When comrades after folly run, 

Do your best. 


When hope has fled and care has come, 
When faith seems dead and truth is dumb, 
When riches only favour some, 

Do your best. 


When tares co-mingle with your grain, 
When all your longings seem in vain, 
Be not downcast, but rise again, 

Do your best. 


When wisdom will not join your song, 
When Satan tempts, aye, tempts you strong, 
Be not deceived,—to shun the wrong 

Do your best. 
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God Will do the Rest. 


Wars the good of hugging trouble ? 
Try to wear a smile! 

Life is not a schoolboy’s bubble— 
Live—’tis worth your while. 

Clouds will come, but clouds will vanish 
If you do your best ; 

Always strive dull care to banish, 
God will do the rest. 


Life is not a childish fancy, 
Or a gilded toy ; 

Hope can summon necromancy 
To each girl or boy. 

Life is full of love and duty, 
And in every breast, 

If we strive to foster beauty, 
God will do the rest. 


Life is just the thing we make it; 
Nature passing fair, 

Has its treasure—let us take it, 
It is everywhere. 

Grace and wealth unite and mingle 
On the mountain’s breast ; 

And what though your joys be single, 
God will do the rest. 


Do not wear a frown, keep smiling, 
It will do you good, 

Like a flow’ret men beguiling, 
In some charming wood. 

Strive to make this old world better, 
Duty at its best 

Maketh life a scarlet letter— 
God will do the rest. 


POEMS. II5 


Rise each morning, pining never, 
Laughing as you go, 

Primed with sweetness and aiden Vout: 
To make hearts like snow. 

Life will then be worth the winning, 
With joy in your breast ; 

Love and beauty sweetly spinning, 
God will do the rest. 


Never feel inclined to grumble, 
"Tis a childish thing, 

Tho’ your lot is very humble, 
Like a songster sing. 

God is good, still reigning o’er us, 
And we shall be blest, 

If we prize the grace before us, 
God will do the rest. 


What is Wealth ? 


Wwrat is wealth ? a fleeting shadow, 
Passing like a fitful gleam ; 
Give me health, an Eldorado, 
Far transcending miser’s dream. 


What is fame? a luring vision, 
Flick’ring like a dying light ; 

Blameless name, will stand derision, 
Shining like a star by night. 


What is pomp ? a lordling’s passion, 
Trapp’d with gold and deck’d with gems ; 
Let me romp in childish fashion, 
It has more than diadems. 


What is peace ? a gleam from heaven 
That can dower a mortal’s soul ; 
And if to my soul ’tis given, 
Millions cannot pay the toll. 
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Bottle Sunshine. 


BOTILE sunshine day by day, 

Then when sorrow comes your way, 
Always take the stopper out 
Letting sunshine flit about. 


Treasure wisdom in your breast, 
And whene’er you feel oppressed, 
Draw from wisdom, and you’ll see 
God is full of love for thee. 


Gather flowers in rosy June, 
Tho’ their fragrance passes soon, 
You can always strive each hour 
To be spotless as a flower. 


Scatter sunshine as you go, 

Strive to lessen care and woe, 
Gently lift the weak ones up, 
Place a sunbeam in each cup. 


Clinging fondly unto hope, 

Life will be a telescope 

That will point your soul the way 
To be happy day by day. 


Tho’ Another Milestone’s Past. 


WHY should I regret and pine, 
Tho’ good health is never mine ? 

I have blessings manifold 

Richer far than gleaming gold. 


I have troops of friends who bring 
Comfort that can make me sing, 
And my Hope is still as high 

As the lark in God’s blue sky. 
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Tho’ another milestone’s past, 
I will not be overcast, 

But my song will rise to Him, 
Clearer than the rainbow’s rim, 


I have much to tune my lays 
With the richest of all praise,— 
Praise to Him who day and night 
Sends me visions of delight. 


Tho’ my head is white as snow 
Still my heart is in a glow— 
Thankful that by land and sea 
God has been so good to me. 


"Twould be folly overgrown, 
Should I sigh, or cry, or moan, 
Since a Mystery complete 

Has upheld my stumbling feet. 


Fifty-seven now, but still 

Clear as yonder sparkling mill, 

I will sing another song, 

Lauding truth, denouncing wrong. 


Blest and thankful I should be, 
God has been so good to me ; 
Tho’ harassed with pain, forsooth, 
I am yet in touch with youth. 


Let this be my song at last, 
Tho’ another milestone’s past, 
I will neither sigh nor fret— 
Bless the Lord I’m living yet. 
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Oh ! Sun-Robed Youth. 


DOWN the stream of Time I float, 
With golden dreams and fancies ; 
Weaving within Youth’s fairy boat 
A wreath of wild romances. 


And on, and on, I glide along, 
Far from Youth’s spotless palace, 
And leave the freshness of my song 
Behind among the valleys. 


My fairy boat goes gliding past 
The haunts where Hope lies dreaming, 
And view the gold of flowers that cast 
Their wealth so rich and teeming. 


I leave the white-robed thoughts of youth, 
Within the graceful hollow ; 

And go to drain the cups of ruth, 
Where Joy is loathe to follow. 


My fairy boat is shattered now, 
My youthful dreams have vanished, 
And care is mantled on my brow, 
While Hope and Joy are banished. 


I fain would reach the stream once more, 
The stream of youthful sweetness, 

But ah! it and its golden store 
Have gone with wondrous fleetness. 


‘Twas ever thus—when young we long 
To reach the Gulf of Pleasure | 

All heedless of Love’s soothing song, 
That rich and princely treasure. 


Oh, sun-robed Youth! oh, vision grand ! 
With golden dreams and fancies ; 

Like sunshine to a sunless land, 
Thy witching wild romances. 
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Oh, Sigh Not. 


O# sigh not over fancied wrong, 
Put mirth and gladness in thy song, 
Instilling virtues, clear and strong, 
Within thy breast, 
And doubting fears will be, ere long, 
Calm, and at rest. 


Oh, sigh not after wealth and power, 

Take to thy heart the meekest flower 

That springs from out Contentment’s bower 
With laughing eye, 

And thou wilt have a peerless dower 
Rank cannot buy. 


Oh, sigh not to be gay and proud, 

To mingle ’mid the gaudy crowd, 

Who sport their gold, that speaketh loud, 
"Tis bitter gall 

When mortal man’s wrapped in his shroud, 
We're equals all. 


Oh, sigh not,wrapt in fancy’s dreams, 

Be up and forward golden schemes, 

Till broken lives, like pleasant streams, 
In -peace shall flow ; 

For such is food for stirring themes 
In high and low. 


Christmas Bells are Gladly Ringing. 


CHRISTMAS bells are gladly ringing, 
Peace and joy and comfort bringing, 
To the souls of men; 

While the year is slowly dying, | 

Snow flakes soft as down are lying 
On each hill and glen. 
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And the wondrous Babe in glory— 

World-renowned in Bible story— 
From His throne on high ; 

Still is thrilled with love and pity, 

Bringing to each glen and city 
Love that cannot die. 


Mystic Child, of matchless beauty, 

Dow’ring soul, ennobling duty, 
Bring comfort where, 

All was dark and sad and dreary, 

Lifting up the bruised and weary 
By the power of prayer. 


For the wondrous Babe is telling 
Of a home beyond the swelling, 
Where love holdeth sway ; 
Where the Cross assumes a glory, 
Far transcending prophet’s story, 
Minstrel’s classic lay. 


Day of never-ceasing gladness, 

Banish sin and woe and sadness, 
Making sinners rise, 

Till they own, while Time is flying, 

And the Winter winds are sighing, 
Christ’s the only prize. 


Christmas bells ring out your story, 
Tell the world of endless glory, 
Beautify our earth ; 
Make each soul with joy be singing, 
While thro’ Faith they’re gladly clinging 
To Christ’s wondrous Birth. 
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This World. 
HO’ this world is full of sorrow, let us always do 
our best 
To implant a gleam of sunshine in the centre of each 
breast ; 


It is selfish, it is sinful, to neglect a neighbour’s need, 

And the cancer of the bigot cannot elevate our breed. 

All this world is full of sunshine, if men were only wise 

They would see an Eldorado, with a sparkle in their 
eyes ; 

But the fever after fortune, dwarfs and starves a 
mortal’s soul, 

As he hugs a gaunt-like shadow, he is drifting from 
God’s goal. 


Oh, the beggar, dressed in tatters, may have a soul 
as white 

As the spotless snow that falleth, like a vision of 
delight ; 

And the duke, though dressed in grandeur richer than 
my tongue can tell, . 

May be steeped in vice as loathsome as the deepest 
pit of hell. 

While the world is rushing ever after pomp and power 
and pelf, 

Pause and linger for a minute while you think upon 
yourself ; 

"Tis the height of crime and folly to only dream of 
gold, 

When there’s a crowd of crying children pinched and 
starving in the cold. 


If we only did our duty, what a comfort it would bring 
To the weak and heavy laden smarting ‘neath oppres- 
sion’s sting ; 
All the dismal slums and alleys, all the misery and sin, 
Might be swept away for ever if we only let God in. 
10 
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In the glory of His vision, like a sunbeam passing sweet, 

We could see, amid the shadows, what a light to 
stumbling feet ! 

Then a treasure, more enduring than the miser’s hoard 
of gold, 

Would be ours, and ours for ever, safe within the Shep- 
herd’s fold. 


But the cursed race for riches, that we see on every 
hand, 

Is contaminating thousands, ostracising all that’s grand ; 

Selfish aims and selfish glory cannot bring us lasting 
good, 

Cannot lift the fallen masses, cannot dower our brother- 
hood ; 

They will stifle Truth and Freedom, they will tarnish 
honour bright, 

They will lure men to destruction like a glow-worm 


in the night ; 

But a cheery word of Kindness, with Wisdom in the 
van, 

Will evoke from God a blessing and enrich your fellow 
man. 


With a nation famed for riches, ’tis a blot on Britain’s 
page, 

That the children cry for pity ‘neath the drunkard’s 
damning rage ; 

All these cesspools of the devil should be swept away, 
and then 

This fair world would know true freedom, with a race 
of free born men: 

And if glitt’ring gold was garnered to lift the fallen up, 

Then dark souls would rise in glory with a sunbeam 


in each cup ; 
And grief, and want, and sorrow would quickly flee 
away, 


While angels chant hosannas in the light of perfect day. 


POEMS. 123 


Do I see a brighter vision ? Do I scan a fairer sky ? 

Where the ruthless god of mammon will hide his face 
and fly, 

Where haggard want and waiting shall give place to 
peace and joy, 

And mankind shall know a Kingdom full of Truth 
without alloy. 

Speed the dawning of that morning, when prosperity 
and peace 

Shall enrich each home and mansion and make all our 
jOys increase ; 

Then the poor and heavy laden, with God’s image on 
each face, 

Will have found the land of promise that shall glorify 
our race. 


In the Graveyard. 


A": let me wander where dear friends are sleeping, 
Let me roam as evening shades are creeping, 
In the lone city where there is no weeping, 
Where all is quiet, and peace, and rest. 
For see, like angels fair, sweet flowers are peeping 
From the mound o’er some fair sleeper’s breast. 


Here lie the poor, but there is no weeping ; 
Upon their heads harsh ones no ills are heaping. 
The rich and poor are equal now, and sleeping 
In the old graveyard side by side, 
And gentle winds across their graves are sweeping, 
While flowerets grow in all their pride. 


Then let me wander through this peaceful dwelling ; 
O, keep me far, far from the world’s rebelling ; 
Here all is rest, and every grave is telling 
_ hat I, through time, must be as they. 

"Tis but a day at most till, ’cross the swelling, 
We all shall meet on that great Day. 


~~ 
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Oh, why should I to this frail earth be clinging ? 

Each day to me some bitter fruit is bringing, 

And how I long to be where all are singing, 
Where man no longer is a slave! 

Oh, when I die let fragrant flowers be springing 
Over the mound of my lone grave. 


The Warl’ is Braw. 
A Sermon in Verse. 


HIS warl’ is braw, birds, flooers, an’ a’ 
The countless treasures 0’ God’s kindness, 
An’ we might be frae sorrow free, 
Was’t no’ for puir man’s moral blindness. 
"Tis strange as true that we still lo’e 
The mists o’ wild enthrallin’ vices, 
Nor stop to think, but madly drink 
The poisoned gall at waesome prices. 


Oh, mortal man, thy life’s a span, 

An’ like the wee flooers thou wilt perish ! 
Yet He wha’s will bade waves be still, 

Is waitin’ yet thy soul to cherish. 

Then spurn Him not, cast in thy lot 

Wi’ ane wha ne’er wis kent to falter, 

Syne at the last, when time is past, 
Thow’lt stan’ white-robed before God’s altar. 


We needna weep—tho’ tears are cheap— 
Expectin’ grief to mak’ us holy, 

‘Tis only coofs wi’ wardly proofs 
Wha garb themsel’s in melancholy. 

They groan an’ sigh, wi’ tear-dimmed eye, 
An’ ca’ this warl’ the warst o’ places, 
An’ think to reach fair Jordan’s beach 
Bedeckt wi’ artificial graces. 
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I Laugh and Sing. 


| LAUGH and sing, to Joy I cling, 
I have no time for sorrow ; 

The darkest day will pass away, 
Then comes a glad to-morrow. 


The world may frown, and strive to drown 
My Joy that’s so elating ; 

I laugh and cry at care so sly, 
‘I care not for your prating.”’ 


The rich and proud may love to crowd 
Where diamonds rare are glancing ; 

But by some rill, or heath clad hill, 
My wealth is more entrancing. 


A fig for Rank! a flowery bank, 
Within a Highland hollow, 

Is better far than Fame’s bright star, 
Without sweet Peace to follow. 


I never sigh with downcast eye, 
Nor shirk the path of duty ; 

But every day I strive to say 
The world is full of beauty. 


I blythely crack care on the back, 
And skip along with pleasure, 

To woo the flowers that blush in bowers, 
Bright gems from Nature’s treasure. 


Then come along, take up my song, 
Be blythesome, free, and merry ; 

The flower now white, when ripened quite, 
Becomes a luscious cherry. 


And so I cling to Joy and sing, 
I have no time for sorrow ; 
The darkest day will pass away, 

Then comes a glad to-morrow. 
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Ecce Homo. 


A CHRISTMAS POEM. 


HE greatest man the world e’er saw, 
Had not a coin to call His own, 

And tho’ well versed in subtle law, 

Anud the crowd He stood alone ; 
The jeering multitude became 

Inflamed with rage, because they found 
Their biting taunts could not inflame 

The gentle soul that One had crowned. 


He had no glitt’ring gold to bring 
Self-seeking thousands to His feet, 
And yet He was the greatest King 
That ever spake with Wisdom sweet. 
He had not where to lay His head, 
And yet His power was such that He 
A universal glory spread 
From Bethlehem to Galilee. 


With child-like faith and God-like soul, 
A homeless stranger He became ; 
No seeker after Mammon’s goal, 
Nor yet aspiring after Fame ; 
But teaching as He went along, 
The gold of Truth was better far 
Than all the pomp that leads to wrong, 
That fadeth like the morning star. 


His Wisdom and his power were such, 
That men and women long ago, 
If they could but His garment touch, 
Were freed from sin and endless woe. 
And full of great compassion, too, 
His yearning eyes were often dim, 
When sin distorted came in view, 
And tempted thousands far from Him. 
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He freely offered wealth to all, 

The wealth that would not pass away ; 
With thorns they crowned Him in the hall, 
To list their King they would not stay ; 

And to a cross they nailed Him fast, 
Between two robbers gaunt and grim, 
Yet, ere the day was overcast, 
One of the two was crowned with Him. 


And what the jeering multitude, 
With frenzied hate, did long ago, 

The spawn of that deluded brood 
Are still as fain to dare and do. 

And yet, with pathos in His eyes, 
And pity in His mighty soul, 

The gracious One holds out the prize, 
His ransomed spirit paid the toll. 


But still we whip the Master mind, 
And crucify Him o’er again ; 

We to His sympathies are blind, 
Nor hesitate to give Him pain. 

His patience and His love is great, 
And tho’ the world is steeped in sin, 

He standeth by the Golden Gate, 
Inviting sinners to come in. 


And ere the awful words, ‘‘ too late,’’ 
Are uttered by the Lord of all, 
Let’s enter by the Golden Gate, 
And harken to the Master’s call. 
Time is a phantom at the best— 
A snowflake in Life’s troubled sea— 
But all who seek the Saviour’s breast, 
Will find a grand eternity. 
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“This World is not a Vale of Tears.” 


HIS world is not a vale of tears, 
Altho’ mankind would make it so; 

He’s always haunted with wild fears 
That Time is one long day of woe. 
'Tis utter folly thus to think, 
When all around—the sea, the sky— 
Glows with a bright and golden light 
That ought to stifle every sigh. 


This world is not a wilderness, 

As black as night, as cold as death, 
With ne’er a glimpse of loveliness 

To cheer the soul, like summer’s breath. 
Why, look around, the flashing rills 
Gleam with a strange and mystic power 
That seems to say, ‘‘ The world is gay, 
*Tis man who makes the shadows lower.”’ 


This world is not a desert where 

The hand of God is never seen ; 

A howling waste, with nothing fair, 

To beautify the cheerless scene. 

Hark to the thrilling, feathered throng, 
Who sing their strains of melting love, 
With power and grace, for there we trace 
The wisdom of our God above. 


The world is fair, ’tis man who makes 
His life a melancholy thing ; 

He cannot see the sun that breaks 
Thro’ clouds of doubt on golden wing. 
The flowers that bloom on hill and dale, 
So sweet, so artless, and so true, 

All seem to speak, in language meek, 
‘A great God lives who loveth you.” 
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This world is not a dismal tomb, 

Where all is cold, and dark, and dead ; 

A vale whose everlasting gloom 

To misery is firmly wed. 

The world is bright—the sea, the sky, 
Flash with the brilliance of God’s power— 
And every bird, with gladness stirred, 
Proclaims this matchless grace each hour. 


The world is marv’lous, grand, and strong, 
Teeming with beauty everywhere ; 

For He, who ne’er knew any wrong, 
Formed earth and sky, all passing fair. 
Then tell me not the world is dark, 

When light and love are spread abroad ; 
That dainty flower received its power 
Straight from the hand of gracious God. 


The world is rich; the mighty trees 
That wave their lofty heads on high; 
The genial coolness of the breeze 

That glads the drooping floweret’s eye ; 
The murmur of the rippling wave, 
That prattles o’er the golden sand ; 
Are one and all rich gems let fall 
From out our generous Father’s hand. 


The world is rich, the stalwart hills 
Standing erect like chieftains bold ; 
The tinkling brooks, the singing rills, 
Pale Luna’s beam—a flood of gold— 
Are all but treasures of the wealth 
That constitutes God’s wondrous store ; 
Then tell me not the world’s a blot, 
When light, and love, are at our door. 
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In Dreamland: A Memory. 


BRIGHT thoughts flash through my brain, 
Like sunshine ’mid the rain, 

As in my room I sit; 
Once more I see a face, 

Of wondrous charm and grace, 
With love and sweetness lit. 
Once more there comes a smile 

Into my heart’s exile, 

And chases gloom away. 
A bright and winsome pet, 
Sweet as the mignonette, 

Has cheered my soul to-day. 


Once more I live anew, 
Beneath those eyes of blue, 

With their strange thrilling power. 
I hear sweet cooing words, 
Like music of song-birds, 

As falls the evening hour. 
Within her mother’s arms, 
My “ Daisy’s’’ lovely charms 

Once more I fondly trace ; 
And smile to think that she 
Is dear as life to me, 

With her pure angel face. 


Once more that rosebud mouth, 
With odours from the South, 
Is fondly pressed to mine. 
Once more the world seems fair, 
As “ Daisy’s”’ sunny hair 
Gleamed in the “ auld lang syne.” 


I start—my cheeks are wet 
With tears of wild regret ; 
For she I loved is now 
Across the jasper sea 
With Him of Galilee, 
Where glory crowns each brow. 
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Fireside Thoughts. 


AX BOUND the cosy fire I’m sitting now, 

And busy thoughts keep flitting thro’ my brain, 
And mem’ries that have now been dead for years 
Rise up, and leap like weird and spectral sprites 
Before my gaze; stirring my soul with power, 

And wak’ning thoughts within my heart, that fire 
Me with resolve to cast the old man off. 

I see old faces in the fire to-night, 

Dear faces of the long ago, when hope 

Burned bright within our breasts, and youthful views 
Were fair and beautiful as pleasant dreams. 

I see strange visions in the fire to-night, 

Dark pictures of an ill-spent life rise up 

And haunt me like some evil imp. Oh, bitter 
Thoughts spring up within my breast whilst gazing 
At panoramic views that are passing 

Through the flames ; and mis-spent days, like demons, 
Leer and scowl at me with sick’ning fierceness ; 
And then, again, I see within the fire 

Bright happy days of guileless youth and yore ; 
And then the visions fade and I am left 

To muse; when, lo, the elements without 

Shriek loud, and howl with mighty force of power 
That brings me back to things that ave once more. 
The wind is sobbing, wild and fierce, chanting 

A weird and solemn dirge I fain would learn. 

And, hark, the rain is dashing piteously 

Against the window panes, like some dear one 
Whose heart is breaking with an agony of grief, 
And shedding bitter tears o’er blighted lives ; 

And still the world jogs on, heedless of all 

The workings of the great J am. Strange thought 
To think that man seeks after fleeting wealth 
With intensity of soul, and at last 

When Death, with chilling touch, calls him away, 
He leaves all behind that for long years 

He hoarded uv with miserly care. His soul 
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Immortal spirit, flies beyond, we know 

Not whither, and the poor inanimate 

Piece of clay, that throbbed with bustling life, 

Is laid beneath the earth for cruel worms 

To feast upon, and hold their nightly revels 

As they pick a morsel from his bones. 

And still, poor mortal man, will grasp and hoard 
Up glittering gems that time will sweep away ; 
And heedless all the while of that fair gem, 

That peerless treasure, the immortal soul, 

That in this life is only budding for 

Eternity. Oh, foolish mortal thou ; 

Oh, poor deluded one, who places gold 

Before that jewel, the. immortal soul. 

Hark, how the wind is shrieking now, as if 
’Twould call us back from off the track of sin, 
And, hark, the pelting drops of rain that dash 

As if the heavens were shedding bitter tears 

O’er man’s ungodly course in this fair world 

Of ours. Oh, hideous sin, thou Imp of Hate, 

If thou wert plucked from out the heart of man, 
What peace, and love, and joy would reign within. 
The fire burns low, and busy thoughts still throng 
And crowd within my brain, great thoughts that burn 
And goad the inner man with self-reproach, 

When he looks back on chances thrown away. 

Oh, what a theatre of vice we act 

Our parts within ; what a whirling, leaping, 
Hissing cauldron we spend our days around. 

Poor, vain, unstable man; how like the cock 
That, perched upon some village spire, changing 
With every wind that blows; oh, could’st thou see 
The black distorted heart that throbs within 

Thy breast, methinks thou’dst spurn the trickster’s art 
That twines around thy better self, dragging 

Thee down into a pit of vice and sin. 

Oh, let us burst the devil’s chain apart, 

Let’s tear the demon from our hearts, and then 
The calm and quiet of Heaven will come in 
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To cheer our souls with joy unspeakable. 

Oh, speed the time when all will be removed 

Far from the baneful curse of sin, for then 

Our souls will sing for joy. The fire’s burn’t out. 


Avarice. 


O# what a vain unprofitable thing, 
To dream of nothing but the god of gold; 
Dead’ning the heart with selfish thoughts so cold, | 
That Life is warped and twisted in the Spring, 
Striving to soar on loud Ambition’s wing, 
Shutting the soul against each noble aim, 
In adding some long title to your name ; 
And killing singing birds that fain would sing. 
This little world, hedged in with doubts and fears, 
And ghost-like phantoms that we chase with glee, 
While glitt’ring gold thro’ out the passing years, 
Ts all the gold our blinded eyes can see; 
Can only bring a harvest for all time, 
That leads us far from God, and the sublime. 
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SCOTS AND PATRIOTIC POEMS. 


The Scot Frae Hame. 


DEDICATED TO THE ARGYLLSHIRE ASSOCIATION OF 
TORONTO. 


| ‘HRILLED wi’ the glory 0’ romance, my soul on wings 
o’ fire, 
Can fly to haunts o’ youth and hame, whaur Robin 
tuned his lyre ; 
And in the light o’ ither days, when hearts were light 
as air, 
I scamper owre the whinny knowe, without a thought 
0’ care. 
Wi’ cheeks aflame my youth comes back—the heather 
on the brae 
Is like a new enraptured dream that long has passed 
away ; 
The gurglin’ burn jinks oot and in, wi’ music mair than 
fame, 
And lordling’s gowd is dim beside the riches o’ my hame. 


I lo’e to dream, and that is why I fain wad let ye ken, 

The heritage the land o’ cakes has left leal Scottish men ; 

Rare treasures o’ untarnished worth that walth can 
never buy, 

Bright as the dazzling rainbow’s rim, sweet as the 

zephyr’s sigh. . 

Romantic deeds of chivalry, when Freedom was assailed, 

And sturdy independence, too, that like a King was 
hailed. 

And memory still can summon up in ilka Scottish glen, 

Heroic sires, Kings o’ the earth, tho’ reared in but an’ 
ben. 
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The sturdy Scot is he wha lo’es the glints o’ auld lang 
syne, 
The hallowed mem’ries o’ the past his soul can never 


tine 

The dear auld mither, wrinkled, grey, wha tended us 
when young, 

Is still the shrine 0’ peace and love, pure as an angel’s 


tongue. 

And manhood gains a richer dower, a great abiding 
fame, 

When he delights to love and praise his sainted mither’s 


name ; 

New fangilt notions cannot dim the halo of King Truth, 

That circled round about your soul when you were but 
a youth. 


We dinna need to be ashamed to own that we’re a Scot, 

There’s thoosans in this warld, I trow, wha envy us 
oor lot, 

Then stand erect and boldly lilt the grand auld Scottish 
lays, 

The soothing, soul-inspiring rhymes, maist fit for angel’s 
praise. 

Remember Carlyle, Watty Scott, Bruce, Burns, and. 
brave John Knox, 

And swear by a’ the saints above, oor creed is orthodox ; 

And never may I hae to say, oor lasses and oor sons, 

When rote the Border speak as if they leeved on Lunnon 

uns. 


Keep up your auld traditions, revive auld customs, too. 

Aye have the kilt and feather, the plaid and bonnet 
blue ; 

And never let a glaikit loon besmear the Scottish name, 

And always spare a kindly thocht for freens ye left at 
hame. 
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Ne’er be ashamed o’ mither dear, tho’ she is auld and 
frail, 
Aye pin your faith to honour bright, strong as a Northern 
ale ; 
Revere the faith your fathers preached, wi’ fervour 
bright and strong, 
And always be afraid to do anither mortal wrong. 


Aye be a Scot, and never strive to twist your mother 
tongue, 

The lo’esome speech that Wattie wrote, and dear auld 
Robin sung ; 

Aye cherish wi’ a changeless love the grand eternal hills, 

That dower auld Scotia wi’ a walth clear as her dancing 
rills. 

Cling to the mem’ries o’ the past, when sturdy Scottish 
men, 

That Freedom might be yours and mine, drenched wi’ 
their blood ilk glen, 

And swear allegiance to the land, and keep without a 
blot, 

The honour o’ the dear auld hame, fu’ dear to ilka Scot. 


Tho’ far frae hame, yet may the lowe, the lowe 0’ love 
aye shine 

Within the soul and mak’ ye sib to hame and auld lang 
syne, 

And banded here as we are noo, oh, may we ne’er forget, 

The glamour o’ the days o’ yore, e’en ‘mid the city’s 
fret. 

Sweet as the heather on the brae, pure as the gowan 
fair, 

Oh, may ilk Scottish lad and lass, be free frae cark and 
care, 

And may kind Providence aboon watch owre ilk Scottish 
cot, 

And may ye never cease to pray, thank God that ye’re 
a Scot. 

4th April, 1916. 
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A’ Ae ’Oo’. 

Dedicated to WILLIAM THOMSON, Esq., President of the Man- 
chester and Salford Caledonian Association, and the MEN of the 
MANCHESTER SCOTTISH, attached to the Royal Scots, Edin- 
burgh. 

AUtD Scotia’s bairns are to the fore, when fechtin’s 

to be done, 

The martial spirit stirs the blood o’ ilka Scottish son ; 

And when a swanky braggart loon, wad strut an’ 
croosely craw, 

By Right, not Might, the Scot will smite, while he has 
breath to draw. 

Our stalwart men, frae hill an’ glen, jeist like their sires 
o’ auld, 

Hae buckled on their armour noo, wi’ courage staunch 

an’ bauld ; 
And soon the gallant Scots will mak’ anither Waterloo, 
Whaur Kaiser Bill will get his fill, frae lads 0’ a’ ae ’oo’. 


CHORUS: _ 
A’ ae ’oo’ my lads, a’ ae ’oo’, 
There’s Pat, an’ John, an’ Sandy, 
Knit wi’ devotion true, 
They’ll let the Kaiser dandy 
Ken—they’re a’ ae ’oo’. 
Rise in your might my bonnie bairns, an’ let auld Scotia 
see, 
Her sons are still as true as steel, when fechtin’ to be 


free ; 
The hist’ry o’ the land o’ cakes, should strengthen every 
son, 
To emulate the deeds o’ auld, till Freedom has been won. 
Then crush the mighty tyrant wha wad fain usurp oor 
d 


And let him feel an inch o’ steel, gin he comes in your 
road ; 
Wi’ pluck undaunted, hearts aflame, ne’er let might 
crush the few, 
The cause you fight is Justice, Right, an’ lads ye’re a’ 
ae ‘oo’. 
11 
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The pibroch skirlin’ lood an’ clear, should thrill oor sons 
once more, 

To gain fresh laurels in the fields, jeist like their sires o 
rore ; 

Shoulder to shoulder, Britain’s best—sons o’ a common 
race, 

Rush to the onslaught wi’ a will, an’ show the foe your 
face ; 

Strong in the justice o’ your cause, may God defend the 
Right, 

And may success attend your arms, when you for 
Freedom fight ; 

And when the sacriligeous scamp thinks o’ the bonnets 
blue, 

My certes, lads, he’ll ne’er forget, oor lads are a’ ae ’oo’. 

A’ ae’ oo’ =all one wool. (Border Scotch.) 


d 


Great Britain in her Hour of Need. 


REAT BRITAIN, in her hour of need 
To stem the tide of lust and greed, 
Calls loudly for her sons 
To join the colours, so that she 
May still be independent, free, 
Despite the Kaiser’s Huns. 


The call applies to you, and you, 

Sons of the sires of Waterloo, 
Who nobly fought and won ; 

So, join the colours now and show 

Your mother that no foreign foe 
Can ever make you run. 


Come from the city and the glen, 
Come wielders of the pick and pen, 
Your country needs you now ; 

To add fresh laurels to the name 
Emblazoned on the Scroll of Fame, 
A laurel waits your brow. 
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Old Britain never called in vain, 
Her sons shall rise and rise again, 
Till tyrants reign no more ; 
Strong in the justice of your cause, 
Ne’er dreaming of the world’s applause, 
Fight like your sires of yore. 


Enrol, enrol, we need you now, | 

To dash the shadow from each brow, 
To join the bloody fray, 

Armed with the power that cannot fail, 

Come, boys, and let us turn the scale, 
Enlist, enlist, to-day. 


Come, be no laggard in the race, ' 

Enrol and show the foe your face, 
Come, let him feel your might ; 

Seek Honour, tho’ death be the toll, 

And with a prayer within each soul, 
May God defend the Right. 


Lord Kitchener’s Gallant Men. 


Ovk lads are just the same to-day, 
As in the days gone by ; 

At duty’s call they all obev, 
Nor ask the reason why. 

They heard their mother calling them, 
These Britons full of grit, 

And like one man, they join the van, 
To do their little bit. 

To do their little bit these lads, 
From cottage, mart, and glen, 

Advance each one, clear as the sun, 
Lord Kitch’ner’s gallant men. 
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United like a brotherhood, 
Imbued with courage true ; 

They only thought of Britain’s good, 
Then longed for deeds to do. 

And when the weak were sorely prest, 
And horrors filled the air, 

With hearts aglow they faced the foe, 
And nobly did their share. 

And nobly did their share, my lads— 
Their deeds defy my pen. 

They set the Hun upon the run, 
Lord Kitch’ner’s gallant men. 


There were no laggards in the race, 
True grit was every one, 

Who nobly showed the foe his face, 
Then struck him like a ton. 

Thrilled with the glory of their cause, 
They revelled in the fight, 

With courage true, they rightly knew, 
No foe could conquer Right. 

No foe could conquer Right, my lads, 
Let’s cheer our lads again ; 

For true as steel, come woe or weel, 
Are Kitch’ner’s gallant men. 


Then long may Briton’s sons arise, 
To fight with hearts of gold, 

The rich, the poor, unlearned, the wise, 
As brothers are enrolled. 

With hearts that beat in unison, 
They fear no mortal foe. 

And may success aye on them press, 
Wherever they may go. 

Wherever they may go, my lads, 
God keep them ’neath His ken, 

Cheers three times three, let’s proudly gi’e, 
Lord Kitch’ner’s gallant men! | 
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Auld Sandy. 


“THE win’ is gurlin’ thro’ the trees wi’ a sad an’ eerie 
strain, 

An’ auld Sandy’s hert is aff in dreams, that ne’er will 
come again ; 

Aince mair he roams thro’ heather hills, wi’ the springing 
step o’ youth, 

Aince mair he cherishes gowden glints, when Life was 
sweet forsooth ; 

Again he sees his bonnie bride, his ain true hearted Jean, 

An’ he smiles sae sweetly to himsel’ wi’ luve licht in 
his een; 

His bairnie, too, wi’ his een o’ blue, come thwart his 
gowden dream, 

Like a rainbow glance, a sunbeam smile, or the grace 0’ 
a poet’s theme. 


The snaws o’ seventy years an mair hae mantled his 
frosty pow, 

Hae chilled his heart, in their cankert touch, an’ dimmed 
the bleezin’ lowe; 

But smould’rin spark loups to a flame, as he dreams 
o’ days gone by, 

An’ again his Jean is by his side, wi’ luve licht in her 
eye ; 

His sodger lad, frae his unnamed grave, comes back wi’ 
his tartan braw, 

An’ auld Sandy’s crack, is never slack, o’ the gallant 
Forty-twa ; 

An’ while the win’ wails sad withoot there’s a joy on 
Sandy’s face, 

Like the smile o’ God that leads lost sauls, awa to a 
better place. 
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Auld Sandy's wife in kirkyaird sleeps, beside anither 
bairn, 

The heather decks the sacred spot marked by a simple 
cairn ; 

An’ Sandy’s bairn, far, far frae hame, ’neath Afric’s 
burnin’ sun, 

In a sodger’s grave, like a hero brave, noo sleeps sinc 
his task is done ; 

But Sandy dreams, while the win’ manes oot its weird 
an’ eerie sang, 

And the old man leeves in the past again, an’ gowden 
thochts are thrang ; 

But the veesions he sees in fancy noo, whilk set his 
heart aflame, 

Will be clear an’ braw, when the Maister o’ a’ ca’s dear 
auld Sandy Hame. 


Lads That Were Reared "Mid the Heather. 


RAVE as a lion, swift as a deer, 
Hardy and tough as ben leather, 
With the pride of a race, 
That they'll never disgrace, 
Are the lads that were reared ’mid the heather. 


Strong as an eagle, trusty and true, 
Cheerful in all kinds of weather, 
Who will fight for their land, 
With devotion so grand, 
Gallant lads that were reared ’mid the heather. 


Bold as a chieftain, valiant and strong, 
Provdly they'll march on together, 
And the deeds that they’ll do 
Will recall Waterloo, 
For they come from the land of the heather. 
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Wild as a whirlwind, constant till death,— 
Give them the end of their tether, 
Then by hook or by crook, 
They'll bring foemen to book, 
Stalwart lads that were reared ’mid the heather. 


Brave as a lion, Gaels to the core, 
Garbed in the kilt and the feather, 
With the pride of a race 
That they'll never disgrace, 
Are the lads that were reared ’mid the heather. 


The Clans are all Mustered. 


‘HE clans are all mustered in battle array, 
And the pibroch has called our brave lads to the 
fray ; 
And they rush to the onslaught with courage so true, 
For whatever men dare, that our Kilties can do. 


From the wild mountain pass, from the cot in the glen, 
They stream in their hundreds, our leal Highland men ; 
In the thick of the fight, with devotion so true, 

They will conquer or die, as brave Highlanders do. 


With the strength of an oak, and the grace of a deer, 
They will rush to the charge with a true Highland cheer ; 
With brave fighting Mac, at the head to command, 
No foe in the world can their prowess withstand. 


Are there legions to fight that are crafty and strong ? 

Are there heights to assail that have puzzled us long ? 
Fighting Mac in the front, with his bonnets of blue 
Will soon let you see what our Kilties can do. 


Then muster ye clans, with the pride of our race, 
That always could mect any foe to his face, 

And shoulder to shoulder, you’ll see the thing thro’, 
And show to the world what our Kilties can do. 
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Lads Who Don the Kilt and Feather. 


GEE the clansmen in their glory, 

Lads from glens all famed in story, 
Pibrochs screaming, banners flying, 
Each with each in valour vieing, 
Staunch as rock-bound mountains ever, 
Meeting death, but conquered never, 
Tough as their own highland heather, 
Lads who don the kilt and feather. 


Gordons, Seaforths, ’mid the rattle 

Of war‘s carnage, rush to battle ; 
Proud, erect and scorning danger— 
Fear unto the Gael’s a stranger ; 
Stalwart nerves, ’mid hail streaming, 
Charged the foe, their pipers screaming, 
Like a torrent, all together, 

Lads who don the kilt and feather. 


Forty-twa, with fame in keeping, 
On to death and glory sweeping ; 
Down they fell, all in their glory, 
Lads from glens and bens and corry. 
In the pride of all their beauty, 
Rushed to death at call of duty; 
Deathless they shall live for ever, 
For their fame can perish never. 


Scotia's pride in death are sleeping, 
Tears of grief and joy we're weeping,— 
Grief because our kilted heroes 

Never more shall come to cheer us; 
Joy because each highland laddie 
Fought just as of old his daddie, 

Face to foe, and all together, 

Lads who don the kilt and feather. 
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A Dream o’ Ither Days. 


H, a dream o’ ither days, when I speeled the heather 
braes, 
Brings sparkle to my een that I dinna care to tine ; 
When I loupt aroon the linn, ’mid its roarin,’ splashin’ 
din, 
There was health within my bosom clean eclipsin’ 
ony mine ; 
The linties they were jinkin’ ‘mang the broom upon 
the hills, 
The swallows they were rinkin’ owre the sunny 
ripplin’ rills, 
While the lav’rocks gaily singing mirth an’ melody 
were bringing 
To my laddie heart while springing owre bonnie heather 
hills. 


Oh, the dream o’ auld lang syne has a veesion mist 
divine, 
When I wooed the dazzling beauty doon in Morag’s 
fairy dell, 
When the burnies’ sang its chorus, wi’ rich treasures 
hanging o’er us, 
There was peace and joy and plenty mair than 
human heart can tell ; 
The mavis it was singing ‘mang the hawthorn on the 


tree, 

The bees were busy winging, seeking sweets we 
couldna see, 

And my heart was licht as ony, wi’ Dame Nature for 


my crony, 
For sweet nature bricht an’ bonny, brought contentment 
unto me. 
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Scotia. 


COTIA, wi’ thy heather knowes ; 
Scotia, wi’ thy haughs an’ howes, 

Whaur the shepherd herds his ewes, 
Thou art dear to me. 

Beauty dwells in ilka nook, 

Music’s heard in ilka brook, 

Nature is an open book, 
Full, an’ fresh, an’ free. 


Scotia, wi’ thy mountains grand, 

Scotia, wi’ thy martyr band, 

Thou shalt ever be the land 
Dear unto my soul. 

Land of thistle-down sae braw, 

Land of bens an’ glens an’ a’, 

Proudly may thy thistle blaw 
While the ages roll. 


Scotia, wi’ thy treasured cairns, 

Reared in mem’ry o’ thy bairns, 

Wha’ lang syne romped ’mid the ferns, 
Full o’ life an’ glee. 

Diamonds glint frae ilka rill, 

Gowans deck ilk bonnie hill, 

Beauty’s let her treasures spill 
On the top o’ thee. 


Scotia, whaur sweet sangs are sung, 

In the dear auld Doric tongue— 

Sangs that keep us ever young— 
Sangs we winna tine. 

Land o’ mem’ries bricht an’ strang, 

Shrined in tale an’ deathless sang, 

Sweet as flowers the grass amang, 
Links o’ auld lang syne. 
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SOME fowks brag o’ fashion, an’ some brag o’ cash, 
While ithers ’mang gentry wad fain cut a dash ; 
But gie me a day ’mang the heather sae braw, 
Whaur the lark carols lood to the Faither o’ a’. 


Some fowks sigh for pleasure ’mid folly an’ fame, 
An’ hanker to add letters big to their name ; 
But gie me contentment in some Scottish glen, 
An’ I wat ye I’ll then be the blithest o’ men. 


Some millionaires tremble wi’ fricht owre their gear, 
They dream o’t by nicht—losh the toll is too dear ; 
But this puir rhymin’ callan wha’s wants are but sma’, 
Finds treasure untauld in the heather sae braw. 


There’s a Burnie. 


"THERE'S a burnie that glances an’ dances alang, 
Wi’ a lilt that to me is as sweet as a sang ; 
An’ nae ferlics 0’ fashion or fancy can be 

Sae fu’ o’ delicht or contentment to nie. 


There’s a burnie that rushes an’ gushes wi’ glee, 
Frae the tap o’ the hill to the lip o’ the sea ; 
An’ nae whigmaleeries, or halo o’ fame 

Can equal the burnie that loups roun’ my hame. 


There’s a burnie that rattles an’ pratties a tune, 
Mair sweet an complete than-a millionaire’s boon ; 
An’ nae witchin’ music by land or by sea 

Can e’er be sae fair or sae precious to me. 


There’s a burnie that gleameth an’ streameth alang, 
Thro’ vistas o’ beauty, whaur veesions are thrang ; 
An’ nae ferlics o’ fashion or fancy can be 
Sae near or sae dear as the Balgie to me. 
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The Lassie’s Plaint. 


ENEATH a bonnie wavin’ tree, 
A winsome lassie sat ; 

The lowe o’ love was in her ee, 

An’ yet the lassie grat. 
She sabb’d fu’ sair, bent doon wi’ care, 

Wild sorrow wrack’d her frame— 
She couldna see, the gowan’d lea, 

Lang weary miles frae hame. 


Nae mair she heard the mavis sing, 
Its eenin’ hymn o’ praise ; 

Nae mair she saw the burnie spring, 
Nor trod the heather brae. 

Oh, dool an’ wae, her gaze wad stray, 
Across the ragin’ faem ; 

Wi’ tearfu’ ee, she langed to see, 
The bonnie braes o’ hame. 


The bluebell that she loed lang syne, 
Had riches brichter far 

Than a’ the gowd frae diamond mine 
That deckt her gilded car. 


Her walth was great, while pomp and state 


Brought glamour to her name ; 
But far awa’, mang heather braw, 
She left her heart at hame. 
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Puir Annie Forsyth. 


puiR Annie Forsyth, sae comely an’ fair, 

Wi’ twa een o’ blue, an’ a walth o’ broon hair, 

Frae mornin’ to nicht she is sabbin’ fu’ sair, 
An’ cryin’, ‘‘ Oh haste ye back laddie.”’ 

Her Jamie, the fisher, gaed doon to the sea, 

An’ awa owre the waves flew his boat merrilee, 

But the storm fiend arose, wi’ a wild shout o’ glee, 
An’ the ocean noo clasps Annie’s laddie. 


Puir Annie aft smiles when she hears the win’ cry, 

An’ the cl’uds in their fury scud thort the dark sky, 

For she ettles the gale will her Jamie bring nigh, 
Sae she cries, ‘‘Oh haste ye back laddie.”’ 

In the lang simmer days, she aye bides by the sea, 

When a broon sail she spies, then the licht in her e’e 

Transforms her hale face, as she crieth wi’ glee, 
‘Oh, Jamie dear, haste ye back laddie.”’ 


Puir Annie Forsyth, your Jamie is noo 
Many thoosan’ feet deep ‘neath the waters o’ blue, 
But his speerit nae doot, ’mang the heavenly crew, 
Can hear ye cry, ‘‘ Haste ye back laddie.”’ 
An’ maybe he’ll spier at the Maister o’ a’, 
To clud ye like him in white raiment sae braw, 
An’ to tak’ ye in mercy to Heaven awa, 
Whaur for ever ye’ll bide wi’ your laddie. 
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The Pibroch. 


COME, I'll sing ye a sang, 
And ye'll no think me wrang, 
If I tune a bit croon to the pibroch sae shrill, 
That oor forefathers cheered, 
And oor enemies feared, 
When fingered by Donald an’ Sandy wi’ skill. 


Whaur the red heather blaws, 
And the wild torrent fa’s, 
In the glen, on the lea, by the clachan sae wee, 
In the days o’ lang syne, 
To oor maidens divine, 
The lads tuned their pibrochs wi’ soul-stirring glee. 


The wee cot in the vale, 
That withstood the rough gale, 
That thundered in grandeur adoon the dark glen, 
In the days that are gane, 
Had a piper fu’ fain 
To awake the wild echoes by corrie an’ ben. 


When a bairnie wis born, 
Then the Highlander’s horn 
In the shape o’ the pibroch, skirled music sublime ; 
And the cottars turned oot, 
A’ as gleg as a troot, 
To dance reels an’ jigs on the sweet scented thyme. 


When a couple were wed, 
Then the piper’s staunch tread, 
Might be heard tramping bravely o’er mountain an’ fell ; 
And the screams that arose, 
Tho’ 'twould frighten our foes, 
Sent a thrill to the hearts o’ douce Sandy an’ Bell. 
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When the auld laird wis dead, 
And the prayers had been said, 
Then the pibroch burst forth wi’ a heart-searching wail, 
And fu’ mony tears fell, 
As they passed thro’ the dell, 
For the coronach stirreth the heart o’ the Gael. 


When the lads o’ the kilt, 
Braw an’ sturdily built, 
At shinty career wi’ the speed o’ the roe; ; 
When the game wages fast, 
Then the pibroch’s wild blast 
Mak’s oor brave kilted laddies put pith in each blow. 


But thae days are noo gane, 
And I’m hameless, alane, 
"Mang the hills that I lo’ed in the days o’ lang syne, 
And the piper wha played, 
"Neath the rowan trees’ shade, 
Lies asleep, fathoms deep ’neath the cauld whirling brine. 


And I look roon’ an’ roon’, 
Whaur a laddie in June 
I romped like a lambkin sae couthie an’ free, 
And saut tear’s fill my een, 
For nae langer are seen 
The lassies an’ laddies wha rambled wi’ me. 


No a piper is viewed, 

Whaur there ance stood a crood, 
And my auld father’s cot, noo in ruins I view, 

And the freen’s 0’ my youth, 

By the gowd mongers ruth, : 
Ha’e been banished far, far frae their mountains o’ blue. 


152 POEMS. 


Sae I turn sad away 
At thae signs o’ decay, 
And my heart is noo dark wi’ a burden o’ pain ; 
For it’s waesome to ken, 
That each heather-clad glen, 
Wi’ the laughter o’ clans shall ne’er echo again. 


Oh, when Death’s subtle power 
Claimeth me for its dower, 
And watts me awa’ to the beautiful shore ; 
And when wrapt in my shroud, 
Let the pibroch fu’ loud 
Chant a dirge that I lo’ed in the sweet days o’ yore. 


The Auld, Auld Story. 
(To my wrfe.) 


MY heart is fu’ o’ pleasure, 
And oh, I long to tell 
About the peerless treasure 
I found in yonder dell. 
Whaur bluebells in their glory 
Nod to the rippling brook, 
I learned the auld, auld story, 
Wi’ nature for my book. 


The simmer sun shone clearly, 
Nae fleck was in the sky, — 
Whan the lassie I lo’e dearly 
Cain lightly tripping by. 
And though the flooers were bonnie 
That blossomed in the shaw, 
My lass was fair as ony, 
Aye queen aboon them a’. 
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We sat beside the burnie, 
An’ spak’ o’ love’s fair theme ; 
Life seemed a gowden journey, 
Pure as a poet’s dream. 
My heart wi’ joy was laden, 
Its riches nane cou’d tell, 
As I wooed my bright-eyed maiden 
In yonder fairy dell. 


We heard the meek-eyed linnet 
Sing sangs sae saft an’ sweet ; 

And vowed that ilka minute 
Oor joys grew mair complete. 
We had nae care or sorrow, 
Oor cup o’ joy was fu’, 

Shapin’ a glad to-morrow 
"Neath skies 0’ deepest blue. 


The sun behind the mountain, 
Sank like a ball o’ fire; 

The stars aboon the fountain 
Peeped forth in gay attire. 

And yet we fondly lingered, 
Entranced beneath love’s spell, 

E’en speaking love in volumes 
In yonder fairy dell. 


@ * * J * * * 


The warld is fu’ o’ beauty, 


The sky is clear an’ bright, 
Smooth is the path o’ duty, 
And ilka thing gaes right. 
The warblers sing mair clearly, 
The flooers seem mair divine. 
For the lassie I lo’e dearly 
Became my wife lang syne. 
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The Tear Drap Glistens in Her Ee. 


"THE tear drap glistens in her ee, 

Her hert is sad an’ wae; 

Nae mair she rambles owre the lea, 
Fresh as a flooer in May: 

She’s dowie, dowie in the glen, 
For he wha lo’ed her true, 

Lies stark an’ deid ’mang fremmit men, 
Far frae his lassie noo. 


She daunners late an’ early ‘mang 
The bonnie scented birk, 

Whaur oft she heard his lo’esome sang 
‘Tween gloamin’ an’ the mirk ; 

An’ saut, saut tears are in her een, 
An’ sabbin’ rocks her frame, 

While to a bonnie cooin’ wean 
She murmurs daddie’s name. 


The lav’rock carols cheerilee 
Aboon the spangled vale ; 

The gowden sun glints doon wi’ glee 
On hill, an’ mead, an’ dale; 

But dowie, dowie a’ day lang 
The lassie sabs fu’ sair; 

An’ ’twerna for her bairn she'd gang 
To sleep, nor wauken mair. 
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Come Hame Guid Wife. 


‘THE sun glints in the lift sae hie, 
The warblers lilt fu’ cheerie, O, 

While I, wi’ bleared an’ wat’ry ee, 
Gang stoitrin’ tapsalteerie, O. 

The wife an’ bairns ha’e gaen awa’ 

To Hielan’ hills, whaur torrents fa’; 

An’ wi’ my face turned to the wa’, 
The nicht seems lang an’ eerie, O. 


The hoose is a’ turned upside doon, 
The girdle’s in the cellar, O, 

The mice hae ate the parritch spoon— 
But mair I daurna tell her, O. 


O, wife an’ bairn, come hame, come hame, 


Awantin’ thee the hoose looks tame; 
To view thy face I’d tint a’ fame; 
Come hame my gloom dispeller, O. 


The ashes in the grate are high, 
The bed is cauld as winter, O; 
The sugar’s coortin’ ilka fly, 
I cook chops on a splinter, O. 
Come hame, my bonnie rosy queen, 
Wi’ luve’s licht glintin’ frae thy e’en, 
Come hame an’ mak’ me snug an’ bien, 
An’ thaw the chill o’ winter, O. 


The soot comes whirlin’ doon the lum, 
As black as gruesome Clootte, O; 

I try to smile, but care sae glum, 
Dispels my sense o’ beauty, O. 

A’ nicht I toss, an’ sigh, and groan, 

The bed is eerie when alane, 

Come hame, guid wife, an’ ease my pain, 
Mak’ smooth my path o’ duty, O. 

Come hame, coine hame, fairest an’ best, 
My life, my joy, my hinnie, O; 

- The sweetest rosebud o’ the west, 

Is my blythe wifie, Minnie, O. 
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Amang the Blooming Heather, O! 


Buss on yer goon, my dainty queen, 
An’ dinna scrimp the siller, O; 
Syne, wi’ a brisk an’ comely mien, 
Jilt gruesome care, the killer, O. 
Let’s hie whaur floorets sweetly blaw, 
Whaur nature smiles withoot a flaw, 
Whaur sunshine glints thro’ ilka shaw, 
As cheery as a miller, O. 
There let us loup wi’ mirth an’ glee, 
Oor bairn an’ a’ thegether, O, 
We'll haud a gowden jubilee, 
Amang the blooming heather, O. 


My canty queen, my dainty flooer, 
Sweet as the fairest daisy, O; 
Busk on yer goon, and seek the booer 
Whaur nature’s never hazy, O. 
Let’s hie whaur burdies sweetly sing, 
Whaur crystal waters gladly spring, 
Whaur honied flooers in goupens hing, 
Pure as the modest daisy, O. 
There let us lauch, an’ sing, an’ dance, 
Set free frae ilka tether, O; 
We'll haud oor honeymoon ance mair 
Amang the blooming heather, O. 


Busk on yer goon, queen o’ my life, 
Tosh up oor wee bit lassie, O; 
Syne let us hie whaur charms are rife, 
Beside the streams sae glassy, O. 
The blackie, wi’ his witchin’ sang, 
Will mak’ oor hearts wi’ pleesure thrang ; 
When a’ is richt can ocht be wrang 
My canty smilin’ lassie, O? 
There let us loup wi’ mirth an’ glee, 
Oor bairn an’ a’ thegether, O; 
We'll haud a gowden jubilee 
Amang the blooming heather, O. 
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Land o’ Cakes. 


Dedicated to Arch. MacNiven, Esq., President, and 
Members. of the Manchester and Salford Caledonian 
Association. 


H, how I love thee, land o’ cakes, no human tongue 
can tell, | 
The glamour o’ thy heather hills, ilk bonnie, windin’ dell ; 
The kindly fowks we kent lang syne, when hearts were 
fu’ o’ glee, 
Can never be effaced I trow, until the day I dee. 


The clachan whaur as bairns we played, when hope 
was fresh an’ young, 

The liltin’ music that was heard, frae ilka Scottish 
tongue ; 

The hamely ploys we used to play aroon ilk rowan tree, 

Had mair o’ grandeur than the walth o’ millionaire to me. 


The fight for freedom lang ago could thrill me to the 
core, 

The superstition in ilk glen, the walth o’ treasured lore, 

The hamely fowks, the simple fare, tho’ noo I seldom see, 

In auld lang syne, were rich as wine, an’ dear as life 
to me. 


The flight o’ ages hisna dimm’d the glamour o’ my hame, 

I coont ilk strath an’ winding glen as far surpassing 
fame ; 

For sturdy independence brought a sparkle to ilk e’e, 

An’ left a heritage o love that had a charm for me. 


The martyr’s cairn, the trystin’ place, whaur lads and 
lassies met 

When gloamin’ like a mantle fell, I never can forget ; 

An’ dear auld mither’s sunny simile, the love licht in 
her ee, 

Is yet a mem’ry that can thrill my soul until I dee. 
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The wimplin’ burn that trickled doon, thro’ moss and 
heather braw, 

The soarin’ lark that sang its lilt to greet the e’e o’ daw, 

The mavis wi’ its magic hymn in ilka leafy tree, 

Combined to mak’ the land o’ cakes a paradise to me. 


Tho’ noo mang fremmit fowks I bide, my heart gaes 
rinnin’ back 

To sunny haunts o’ laddie days, when joy was in my 
track ; 

And time but helps to knit my soul to ilkka gowan lea, 

Whaur beauty bigg’d her magic bower, an’ cast a spell 
o'er me. 


Sae come what may, my heart’s on fire, when dreamin’ 
o’ lang syne, 

The glamour o’ the treasur’d past, my soul can never 
tine, 

An’ Scotia still must be the toast until the day I dee, 

Since naething can eclipse the spell my mither has for 
me. 
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SCOTS SONGS. 


Hurrah ! Lads, Hurrah ! 


URRAH! lads, hurrah! Come, Ill lilt ye a sang, 
That’ll mak’ sunny mem’ries in ilka breist thrang ; 
Nae fushionless screed, roosin’ spectre-like fame, 
But a sang "boot a rollicking, roystering game. 
Whaur the heather blaws free to the wild mountain 
breeze, 
Whaur the reek o’ the toon blights the bloom o’ the trees ; 
Frae the East Neuk o’ Fife to auld Johnnie Groat’s toon, 
Oor lads kick the ba’, gleg as linties in June. 


Chorus : 


Then hurrah for the ‘‘ Rangers,” the ‘‘ Queen’s,” an 
the ‘‘ Vale,’’ 

And hurrah for the heroes they proodly assail ; 

As they pass, dodge, an’ run in their frolicsome glee, 

The fam’d land o’ cakes still beareth the gree. 


Hurrah ! lads, hurrah! Bonnie Scotia, lang syne, 

Oot o’ chiel’s yont the Tweed braw an’ gleg took the 
shine ; 

And the yearly encounter ‘twixt Thistle and Rose 

Brought fame to the land o’ the bannock an’ brose. 

Though Soothern loons noo are beginnin’ to craw, 

Since they’ve angled oor laddies frae Scotia awa’, 

Yet I wat ye, my lads, we can still haud oor ain-- 

We've licked them afore, an’ we'll lick them again. 
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Hurrah! lads, hurrah! for ‘‘ Cowlairs’’ an’ “ Our Boys,” 
As they charge, dash, an’ run in their rollicking ploys ; 
And hurrah! for the ‘‘ Third,’”’ an’ the ‘‘ Renton ”’ sae 
grand, 

The pride an’ the boast o’ oor dear native land. 
Auld Scotia has bairns that can dribble the ba’, 

In a stvle that John Bull never dreamt of ava’; 
And, my certes, I ettle, we'll sune let them ken, 
We've licked them afore, an’ we'll lick them again. 


Hurrah ! lads, hurrah! toss the leather on high, 
There’s health in the game that a fortune can’t buy ; 
Let us tackle an’ pass wi’ courage an’ skill, 

And show to the world that we’re champions still. 
Throw care to the wind, let’s be sturdy an’ free, 

As the thistle that wags its head on the lea; 

While ilk Scot re-echoes, wi’ baith micht an’ main, 
We've licked them afore, an’ we'll lick them again. 


Hamely Brose An’ Parritch O. 


[X auld lang syne when I was young, 
A bairnie wi’ my mither O, 
I dearly lo’ed the Scottish tongue, 
Nor tined it for anither O; 
My meat was braxy, spuds an’ kail, 
An’ whyles a finnan haddie O, 
I got, to pick its towzy tail, 
When left by my auld daddie O; 
But oh! what lined oor ribs sae braw 
Made straucht oor gait an’ carriage O, 
Was neither fish nor flesh ava, 
But hamely brose an’ parritch O. 
Chorus - 
Then hey for brose an’ ho for brose, 
Hurrah for brose an’ parritch O, 
Let’s lauch an’ sing an’ loup an’ fling 
To hamely brose an’ parritch O. 
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Oor sodger lads when far frae hame, 
Thrang fechtin’ wi’ King Coffy O, 

Coupt ilka chiel clean heids owre heel, 
As black as treacle toffy O ; 

The King himsel’ was sae amazed, 
He burst his waistcoat button O, 

As he bawled oot, ‘‘ Hoo were they raised, 
On beef or ’stralian mutton O? ” 

"Twas then the Colonel, staunch an’ true, 

_ Declared wi’ martial carriage O 

‘“ These lads were reared on thistle brew, 
An’ hamely brose an’ parritch O.” 


Chorus ¢ 


Then hey for brose an’ ho for brose, 
Hurrah for brose an’ parritch O, 

The wale o’ stuff, to make chiels tough, 
Is hamely brose an’ parritch O. 


Then here’s to bonnie Scotia’s fame, 
Her Wattie, Rab an’ Hawkie O, 
Wha’s routh o’ wit, an’ hamely grit 
Can mak’ a judge fu’ pawky O. 
Oh, leeze me on ilk whinny knowe, 

Ilk thistle an’ ilk docken O; 
The haggis fine, wi’ swats divine, 
Ilk kirkin’ kirn an’ rockin’ O. 
An’ may ilk lass, an’ burly chiel, 
At krisnin or at marriage O, 
Ne’er stint their wame but dine richt weel 
On hamely brose an parritch O, 


Chorus : 


Then hey for brose an’ ho for brose, 
Hurrah for brose an’ parritch O, 

Cheers three times three let’s proodly gie, 
To hamely brose an’ parritch O. 
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A Happy Guid New Year. 


Tune: ‘ There's nae Luck.” 


Wat tho’ the win’ be sharp an’ keen 
An’ driftin’ cluds o’ snaw, 

Hap ilka spot whaur flooers hae been, 
When Sinmer reigned fu’ braw. 

We dinna hing oor heids an’ sigh, 
Tho’ ilka thing is drear, 

But lauch an’ sing, an’ croosely cry 
A happy guid New Year. 


Chorus : 
May health, an’ wealth, an’ a’ that’s leal, 
Aye bring ye routh o’ cheer ; 
Contentment sweet, will keep ye weel, 
An’ mak’ a happy year. 


To a’ oor freens wha bide at hame, 
An’ ithers far awa’, 

We trust that Freenship’s rosy flame, 
Will aye be at their ca’; 

An’ may misfortune never chance 
To mak’ ye drap a tear, 

But may your hearts wi’ pleesure dance, 
To hail the coming year. 


The cranreuch on the hills will gang, 
When fragrant floorets come ; 
An’ a’ the birdies sing a sang, 
Tho’ noo, puir things, they’re dumb. 
Sae let your hearts loup to the sky, 
Syne banish doubt and fear; 
An’ let creation hear ye cry 
A happy, guid New Year. 


May health, an’ wealth, an’ a’ that’s leal, 
Ave bring ye routh o’ cheer ; 

Contentment sweet, will keep ye weel, 
An’ mak’ a happy year. 
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The Flower O’ Stornoway. 
Tune. “ Farewell to Fiunary,”’ 


"THE gowden sun that smiles aboon 
Sends gleamin’ glints o’ radiance doon, 

Encirclin’ wi’ a floral croon 

Sweet Jess, the Flower o’ Stornoway. 
Serene an’ fair as nymph divine, 
Wi’ riches that excel a’ mine; 
While sunny smiles wi’ grace combine 

To dower sweet Jess o’ Stornoway. 


Nae idle folly, passing fleet, 

Naething to warp this flow’ret sweet, 

But Peace and Love wi’ Hope compete 
To crown fair Jess o’ Stornoway. 

Dame Nature did her best to dower 

Wi’ ilka grace this charming flower ; 

An’ like a rosebud thro’ the shower 
Smiles Jess, the Flower o’ Stornoway. 


The dappled gowan on the lea, 

The apple blossom on the tree, 

Nae fairer are, I trow, to see 
Than Jess, the Flower o’ Stornoway. 

The lav’rock liltin’ ’boon the fell, 

The mavis singin’ in the dell, 

Can sing nae sweeter than the belle— 
Fair Jess, the Flower o’ Stornoway. 


The snawy whiteness o’ the faem 
That laves the shores aroon’ her hame, 
When placed beside her broo looks tame— 
Sae fair is Jess 0’ Stornoway. 
May heaven guard this Highland queen, 
Wha’s sunny smiles an’ lauchin’ een 
Are sweet as flow’ret on the green— 
God shield blithe Jess o’ Stornoway ! 
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Blythe an’ Cheerie. 


A SANG FOR NE’ARDAY. 
‘THE gurlin’ win’ is howlin’ lood, 
The cranreuch haps the heather, O; 
Ik knowe has on its snaw-white hood, 
While we sit here an’ blether, O. 
The birdies cuddle in the glens, 
The burns are loupin’ rarely, O, 

An’ a’ the neuks, the howes an’ bens, 
Are deckt like brides sae fairly, O. 
Yet tho’ the win’ may gurl an’ growl, 

We dinna care a spittle, O, 
But lauch an’ sing, like birds in spring, 
As Fun we glegly kittle, O. 


Chorus : 


Then ho for Ne’ar-Day, blythesome time |! 
An’ ho for ilka dearie, O; 

The langest day will pass away, 
Gin ye be blythe an’ cheerie, O. 


Let’s sing wi’ glee a canty sang, 
Like larks amang the heather, O; 
An’ gruesome Care will get a stang, 
Like blasts o’ wintry weather, O. 
Blythe Hogmanay will sune be here, 
Whan bairnies seek their fairin’, O, 
Sae let us woo the comin’ year, 
Nor sit an’ sigh despairin’, O. 
Lang may ilk gaucy Scottish heart 
Be blessed wi’ goups o’ claething, O, 
An’ may ilk chiel be staunch an’ leal, 
An’ mak’ o’ Time a plaything, O. 
Chorus - 


Then hey for Ne’ar-Day, blythesome time, 
Whan fowks are never eerie, O: 

Let’s lauch an’ sing, an’ loup an’ fling, 
An’ be fu’ blythe an’ cheerie, O. 
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My Ain Wee Wife. 


| LO’E the bonnie lassie weel 

Wha bides in our auld toon ; 

She’s aye sae braw, the queen o’ a’, 
For miles an’ miles aroun’. 

The blushin’ rose in a’ its pride, 
The gowan fair to view, 

Lose hauf their charms when placed beside 
The lassie that I lo’e. 


Chorus 


My ain wee wife, my fain wee wife, 
The fairest o’ them a’; 

Sweet flo’er o’ love sent frae above, 
May blessin’s on her fa’. 


I lo’e the bonnie, thrifty quean 
Wha rules my but an’ ben; 

Wha’s dainty grace and loesome face 

_ Mak me the king o’ men ; 

She’s aye sae cheerie, tosh, an’ bien, 
Wi’ sunshine aye sae rife, 

That diamonds braw are dim, I ween, 
Beside my couthie wife. 


I lo’e the mither o’ my bairns, 
My sweetheart kin’ an’ fair ; 
The sparkling quean, wi’ love-licht een, 
An’ walth o’ gouden hair : 
An’ had I siller frae the mine, 
Choice gems o’ ilka hue, 
I’d tine them a’ ere I wad tine 
The lassie that I lo’e. 


TO POEMS. 
The Lass O’ Edenkyle. 


Tune: “ Jessie the Flower 0° Dumblane.”’ 


"THE dew-spangled rose has a beauty divine, 
As it blusheth serenely in sweet Morag’s dell ; 
Whaur the lark often lilteth wi’ ecstasy fine, 
A sang that is clear as a siller toned bell. 
An’ doon in that glen, in the howe o’ the burn, 
IWlumined by the beauty o’ fair Nature’s smile, 
When the sun’s in the west, my footsteps I turn, 
To meet the dear lassie o’ fair Edenkyle. 


The clear tinklin’ burn has a musical sang, 
As it kisses an’ cuddles the gowans sae fair ; 
An’ the blackie sae lichtsome the green wuds amang, 
Aft singeth, an’ dingeth doon muckle mou’d care ; 
An’ sae when the mune is beginnin’ tae glower, 
Frae oot tho blue lift in richt elegant style, 
I hasten tae meet by the auld ruined tower, 
The blythe winsome lassie o’ fair Edenkyle. 


The mune like a vision has oft charmed my een, 
As it sailed ’mid the starnies like jewels sae braw ; 
An’ the glamour o’ floorets on saft velvet green, 
Has gladden’d my heart like the first blink o’ daw. 
But oh! there’s a charm that is sweeter tae me, 
Than Nature’s first flush, or Dame Fortune’s choice 
sinile, 
For a walth o’ contentment loups intae mv e’e, 
Alang wi’ the lassie o’ fair Edenkyle. 


Then mune in thy grandeur shine thro’ Morag’s glen, 
An’ starnies in beauty keek bonnie an’ bright ; 
An’ warblers fu’ sleepy, gae dream by ilk ben; 

Ye. wistna the pleasure that thrills me to-night. 
For sune as the mune flings her bricht gowden hair, 
Owre bosky embowerments, in true lover’s style, 
I'll cheerily gang then tae haud my tryst there, 

Wi’ Mary, the lassie 0’ sweet Edenkyle. 


POEMS. 
** We May be Puir.” 


Tune— A man’s a man for a’ that.” 


WE may be puir, but what o’ that, 
"Tis nae disgrace I ween, man; 
We canna a’ leeve on the fat, 
Sae some maun tak’ the lean, man. 
A but an’ ben, a clean hearthstane, 
A couthie wife sae braw, man, 
Are better faur than miser’s gain, 
Or leddies’ silks an’ a’ man. 


We may be puir, yet weel, I wat, 
We needna hing oor heid, man, 
Sae lang as we, wi’ honest sweat, 
Can glegly win oor bried, man. 
An’ feckless loons may sneer at us, 
Wi’ hauns as white as snaw, man; 
Yet, never fash, their silly clash 
Will sune gang tae the wa’, man. 


We may be puir, but, dinna fret, 
The warld is wide an’ braw, man; 
An’ meat an’ claes we'll always get, 
Tho’ thoosan’s sud misca’, man. 
Let’s dance an’ sing an’ blythely crack 
While we hae braith tae draw, man; 
An’ gin we slap Care on the back, 
He'll glegly rin awa, man. . 


We may be puir—in fac’, I am 
In warldly gear but scant, man ; 
Yet, wi’ ma yowe an’ bonnie lamb, 
Nae mair on earth I want, man. 
I aye hae got ma bite an’ sup, 
Sae I will ne’er misca’, man ; 
But, while o’ life I hae the grup, 
I'll praise the King o’ a’, man. 
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The Tartan Dings Them A’. 


O’ foreign loons may sprouse an’ brag 
Aboot their dress fu’ braw, man, 
I wat the thistle wi’ a jag 
Can ding them to the wa’, man. 
Sae when I hear a fremmit loon 
The kilt an’ plaid misca’, man, 
I crack my thoom an’ lilt fu’ soon— 
The tartan dings them a’, man. 


Chorus - 


The bonnie, wavin’ tartan, lads, 
That buskt oor sires sae braw, man, 
Still bears the gree, by land or sea, 
An’ blithely dings them a’, man. 


Gin e’er ye hear a glaiket chiel’ 
Oor Highland clans misca’, man, 

Rise up an’ tell the bletherin’ deil 
He’d better rin awa, man. 

Remin’ him that the bonnets blue 
Made mony thoosan’s fa’, man, 
That ‘“‘ Boney ”’ cried at Waterloo— 

‘‘The tartan dings them a’, man.” 


Then here’s to ilka rugged cairn, 
Ilk bonnie glen an’ shaw, man ; 
An’ blessings on the pawky bairn 
That lo’es the kilt sae braw, man. 
Lang may the sturdy thistle wave, 
An’, while we’ve breath to draw, man, 
May ilk ane sing, baith blithe an’ brave, 
The tartan dings them a’, man. 
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A King Amang Men. 
Tune: “ Tam Glen.” 


[™ blythe as a lark or a linnet, 
Or flooret that blooms in the glen ; 
An’ I feel, yes, I feel it this minute, 
That I am a king amang men. 


There’s Dan wi’ his hand on his thrapple, 
An’ Tam in my douce but an’ ben, 

Baith anxious wi’ lear I sud grapple, 
Because I’m a king amang men. 


I ne’er wis inside o’ a college, 
Yet o’ classics an logic I ken ; 

In fac’, freens, I’m steepit in knowledge, 
Because I’m a king amang men. 


My father wis nocht but a weaver, 
Wha wi’ siller fu’ scant had tae fen’; 

Yet I’m canty an’ gleg as a riever, 
Because I’m a king amang men. 


I’m fresh as the weather at Lammas, 
I’m rich tho’ I’ve naething tae spen’, 

Since Dannie, an’ Jeanie, an’ Tammas 
A’ sweir I’m a king amang men. 


Then fortune may e’en gang tae Fintry, 
I’ll toddle wi’ Jean but an’ ben, 

Sae gang an’ proclaim tae the kintra, 
That Jock is a king amang men. 
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Janet M'Bride. 
Tune: “The Laird o’ Cockpen.” 


JX a wee theekit cot, by a wimplin’ burnside, 

In a canty wee clachan leeved Janet M‘Bride ; 
A richt thrifty quean, wi’ an auld fashioned face, 
Weel noted for honesty, virtue, and grace. 
Blythe Janet wis gleg as a hawk on the wing, 
An’ sweet as a lav’rock auld Janet wad sing, 
While her fame as a howdte wis kent far an’ wide; 
Oh, a clever auld buddy wis Janet M‘Bride. 


Tam M‘Whapple, the laird, that great burly chiel, 
Wha’s heid wis as big as Pate Saunders’ cairt wheel, 
Ae nicht owre the moor, through thick wreaths o’ snaw; 
Cam stoit’rin’, an’ pechin’, on Janet tae ca’. 

Noo Tam wis a chiel that wis bashfu’ an’ shy, 

Whan he tried tae speak oot, losh his throat felt fu’ dry, 
Sae he glowered, an’ he hummed, wi’ mouth open wide ; 
‘‘ The man is demented,’’ quo’ Janet M‘Bride. 


Tam muttered, an’ mumbled, wi’ cheeks like the rose, 
An’ stood like a sodger beat back by wild foes, 

Till at last, summnin’ courage he shouted wi’ pride, 
‘‘Come doon tae oor biggin’, douce Janet M‘Bride.”’ 
The cracky auld howdie syne bustled aboot, 

An’ smiled like a flooer whan the sun first cam’ oot, 
An’ sune owre the snaw-moors, wi’ Tam at her side, 
A crackin’, an’ jokin’, jogged Janet M‘Bride. 


Tho’ Tam had an airm like a big batterin’ ram, 

His heart wis as saft as Jock Tamson’s pet lamb; 
An’ as Janet spiered at him, an’ quizzed him wi’ glee, 
Oh, Tam hung his heid, but naething spak’ he. 

At last the laird’s hoose, like a spectre or sprite, 
Keeked thro’ groanin’ trees that were a’ draped in white ; 
An’ whan inside the hoosie, na, the Queen in her pride, 
Wis hauf sae important as Janet M‘Bride. 
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Poor Tam sneaked awa’ tae the auld chimla lug, 

An’ sat doon aside curly Rover—his dug, 

An ’tween dov’rin’, an’ waukin’, he dreamed he wis dead, 
In a great muckle dungeon whaur warlocks were bred ; 
An’ while busily askin’ repentance o’ sins, 

A voice whispers saftly, Tam look at yer twins. 

Up he started wi’ fricht, wi’ mouth gapin’ wide, 

An’ glowered at twa visions an’ Janet M‘Bride. 


Those Lichtsome Days O’ Yore. 


Tune. ‘‘ There’s nae luck aboot the hoose.’’ 


COME, roose ye, lads, I'll lilt a sang 
In praise o’ auld lang syne ; 

"Twill gar sweet sunny mem’ries thrang, 
We wadna thole tae tine. 

*Twill gar oor herts loup high wi’ glee, 
"Twill tak’ the brag frae Fame ; 

For, troth, there’s walth tae you an’ me 
In ae sweet blink o’ hame. 


Chorus: 


There’s naething like the gowden gleam, 
The soul-inspirin’ name : 

"Tis sweet as ony poet’s dream, 
The vera thocht o’ hame. 


Ye min’ the time we used tae speel, 
Wi’ glee ilk whinny knowe; 

An’ hoo we tied “ Pat’s’”’ tawtie creel 
Tae ‘‘ Dannie’s ”’ spreckled cow ; 

An’ hoo we chased the rabbits thro’ 
The hert o’ Adam’s Glen ; 

What wadna gie a’ walth tae view 
Thae blythesome days again. 
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Ye min’ the “ Big linn,’’ whaur we met, 
Whan schule had skailed, I troo ; 

An’ O, I wat ye’ll ne’er forget 
The merry datffin’ crew. 

Blythe honest Rab, the pawky loon, 
An’ Jock, wi’ lear galore ; 

"Tis sweet tae me, as minstrel’s tune, 
Thae lichtsome days o’ yore. 


Nae doot ye min’ yon unca day 
Whan Jamie plunkt the school ; 

We chased him faur, owre bank an’ brae, 
An’ ’cross the brawlin’ pool ; 

An’ hoo we loitered in the wud, 
Till gloamin’ grey cam’ doon, 

Stan’s oot the nicht, like snaw-white clud, 
Athwart the siller moon. 


An’, lads, ye’ll min’ o’ Bauldie, wha 
Wad mak’ the maister gloom, 

As, like a flash, he’d flee awa 
Bird-nestin’ ’mang the broom. 

An’ cheerie Colin’s sunny smile 
Wad thaw the cauldest heart ; 

Puir chiel, he only bloomed a while, 
Whan he was forced tae part. 


Ye’ll min’ 0’ Lachie’s gowden pow, 
An’ Wullie’s roses braw ; 

The tane is ’mang the Yankees now, 
The tither’s wede awa. 

An’ ilka spot we lo’ed fu’ weel, 
Like ony laddie’s game, 

Comes up the nicht, sae blythe an’ leal, 
Remindin’ us o’ hame. 
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Oh, laddies, I cou’d lilt for ’oors, 
For joys were mony, when 
We chased the bumbees ’mang the booers 
That blossomed in the glen. 
We're scattered noo, but, laddies, yet 
A dream o’ ither days 
Comes owre me, sweet as mignonette, 
Or sunshine ’mang the braes. 


Ay, lads, I ken ye lo’e ma sang, 
For wha wad thole tae tine 

The gowden dreams that sweetly hang 
Roon days o’ auld lang syne; 

Yet mony blythesome lads we kent, 
Whase herts sighed after fame, 

Are toilin’ noo ’mang fremmit fowk 
Some thoosan’ miles frae hame. 


We're A’ Jock Tamson’s Bairns. 


(Dedicated to the President of the Manchester and 
Salford Caledonian Association, Councillor John Lindsay, 
of Pendleton, and the members). 


WERE far frae hame, yet ilka heart 

Burns wi’ a bleezin’ lowe, 

As we reca’ ilk hamely shaw, 
And ilka whinny knowe. 

Whaur, blythesome lads an’ lasses braw, 
We romped amang the ferns ; 

An’ prood are we to own wi’ glee 
We’re a’ Jock Tamson’s bairns. 


Chorus : 
We're a’ Jock Tamson’s bairns, my freens, 
We're a’ Jock Tamson’s bairns ; 
The heather braw still blooms owre a’, 
We're a’ Jock Tamson’s bairns. 
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The land that bore a Bruce an’ Burns 
Is dear to ilka Scot; 

The sweet bluebell in yonder dell 
Can never be forgot. 

We lo’e the thistle brave that wags 
Aboon oor crags an’ cairns, 

It seems to say, as clear as day, 
We’re a’ Jock Tamson’s bairns. 


Then here’s to bonnie Scotia, freens, 
Her mountains, lochs, and lakes, 

Whaur Hawkie’s wit, an’ Robbie’s grit, 
Made famed oor land o’ cakes. 

We lo’e auld mither Scotia dear, 
For her oor speerit yearns ; 

An’ proud are we to own wi’ glee, 
We're a’ Jock Tamson’s bairns. 


We're far frae hame, yet auld lang syne, 
For Scotsmen bears the gree, 

While ilk Scotch sang mak’s mem’rie thrang, 
An’ cheers baith you an’ me. 

An’ sae ance mair we skelp dull care, 
In fancy ’mang the ferns ; 

While ane an’ a’ fu’ crously craw, 
We're a’ Jock Tamson’s bairns. 


Canty Mither Scotia O. 
Tune: “Green grows the Rashes, O.”’ 
LFrs lilt a sang, baith lood an’ lang, 
In praise o’ oor auld mither O’; 


Her glens an’ knowes, her haughs an’ howes, 
Her thistles an’ her heather O. 


Chorus : 
Canty mither Scotia O, 
Hamely mither Scotia O; 
The sweetest spot tae ilka Scot, 
Is dear auld mither Scotia O. 
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Lang may the bonnie lassies a’, 
Be blythesome, gleg, an’ cheerie O ; 
While parritch fine, an’ brose divine, 
Dings gentry tapsalteerie O. 


The hamely sang oor mither sung, 
Aroon’ the bleezin’ ingle O, 

Wad’ mak’ a mute chirp like a lute, 
An’ in oor liltin’s mingle O. 


There’s no a neuk, a burn, nor howe, 
A heather tift, nor thistle O, 

But bear a charm, tae soothe an’ warm, 
An’ mak’ ilk Scotsman whistle O. 


Oh leeze me on oor hamely fowks, 
Oor bonnie plaid an’ tartan O; 

An’ deil misca, lood braggarts a’, 
Wha frae the auld are pairtin’ O. 


Had I a thoosin’ poun’ an’ mair, 
Bricht goud, an’ a’ thegither O, 

I'd fling’t aside, wi’ manly pride, 
Ere I wad tine ma mither O. 


Whit tho’ ye’r lot be faur awa, 
"Mang fremmit, fashious linkin’ O, 

Frae Rabbie croon a lo’esome tune, 
Ye’ll sune o’ hame be thinkin’ O. 


There’s no a lan’ owre a’ the earth. 
Tae oors can haud a candle O, 
I’d rather hae a Doric lay, 
Than tae my name a handle O. 


Then may ilk Scot be strung on high 
Wha ere wad scorn tae own her O; 
An’ frae the star-bejewelled sky, 
May blessin’ fa’ upon her O. 
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Lads as Tough as Highland Heather. 
Tune: ‘ Men of Harlech.” 


[ADS as tough as Highland heather, 
Lads who don the kilt and feather, 
Lads who brave all sorts of weather— 
Heroes of Argyll. 
When the god of war is screaming, 
Little are our aliens dreaming, 
That true chivalry is teeming 
In your rank and file. 
Soon with pennants flying, 
Every foe defying, 
Each kilted clan would lead the van, 
The foeman’s valour trying. 
Then, ye sons of Cowal, ever, 
By each bright and flashing river, 
In the right be cowards never— 
Fight in gallant style. 


Famed Argyll, with banners streaming, 
Bayonets flashing, bagpipes screaming, 
Sturdy lads with faces beaming, 
Nobly march away ; 
You've a noble trust in keeping ; 
When the hounds of war come leaping, 
Rouse, and at them proudly sweeping, 
Like a stag at bay. 
Strong as rugged mountain, 
Swift as flashing fountain, 
Like sires of old, be staunch and bold, 
Ten men a foeman counting ; 
Where the bayonets bright are flashing, 
Where the sabres keen are slashing, 
UP my lads! to glory dashing— 
Bravely join the fray. 
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Clansmen of Argyll, be daring ; 
Youth and beauty need your caring, 
When the torch of war is glaring, 
With a deadly glow. 
Then ye lads, as tough as heather, 
Don your kilt and black-cock feather, 
Proudly march away together, 
With your chief Munro. 
Then ye stalwart heroes, 
Let your prowess cheer us, 
For Beauty’s cause and Freedom’s laws 
Let ne’er a foe come near us. 
And the world will gaze with wonder 
At the daring of your grandeur, 
That sustains the brilliant splendour 
Talked of long ago. 


Lads of famed Dunoon, be steady, 
In the path of Duty ready, 
Scorning danger, never heady, 
Always cool and true. 
Guardians of our glens and valleys, 
Loyal to our Queen and palace, 
Fame we give thee without malice— 
Lads wi’ bonnets blue. 
Heroes tough as heather, 
Firmly knit together, 
No foe dare land upon our strand, 
Before the kilt and feather. 
Kilted lads of rugged Cowal, 
Make with pride this firm avowal, 
“We shall guard the hearths of Cowal 
From an alien crew.” 
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Sweet Beauty O’ the West. 


Tune: ‘‘ Duncan Gray.” 


GWEET beauty o’ the West, Dunoon, 
Ha, ha, the beauty o’t. 
The fairest spot for miles aroon, 
Ha, ha, the beauty o't. 
The Lochan wi’ its lilies fair, 
Whaur sportin’ fairies kame their hair, 
Wad ding the heels frae Daddie Care. 
Ha, ha, the beauty o’t. 


A mine o’ walth is in Dunoon, 

Ha, ha, the beauty o't, 
Ilk neuk is worthy o’ a tune, 

Ha, ha, the beauty o't. 
Sweet Morag’s glen whaur lovers meet, 
Exchanging vows sae saft an’ sweet, 
Wad mak’ a lord wi’ envy greet, 

Ha, ha, the beauty o't. 


A peerless gem is auld Dunoon, 
Ha, ha, the beauty o’t. 
Bricht as the gowd in monarch’s croon, 
Ha, ha, the beauty o’t. 
The Balgie wi’ its witchin’ sang, 
Gars mony gowden mem’ries thrang, 
Whaur Rabbie’s Mary paidl’t lang, 
Ha, ha, the beauty o’t. 


Oh leeze me on thee, auld Dunoon, 
Ha, ha, the beauty o't, 
The fairest spot for miles aroon, 
Ha, ha, the beauty o’t. 
Oh could my hamely muse tak’ wing, 
Frae a’ the airts, chiels I wad bring, 
An’ ilka ane wi’ glee wad sing, 
Ha, ha, the beauty o't. 
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Johnnie An’ His Crony. 
Tune: “ Robin Tamson’s Smiddy.” 


THE miser hugs his siller bricht, 
The lawyer loes his guinea ; 

While ilka lover day an’ nicht, 
Raves o’ his Kate or Jeanie. 

I snap my thoom at a’ sic trash 
(Tho’ dootless jauds are bonnie) ; 

A’ that I seek is blythe tae cleek, 
Wi’ Johnnie an’ his crony. 


Chorus : 
Then hey for pawky Johnnie Clark, 
An’ ho for his douce crony, 
The wale o’ cocks in auld Dunoon, 
Baith unexcelled by ony. 


Whan wintry win’s how! lood an’ bauld, 
An’ snaw-wreaths deck ilk valley ; 
An’ Johnnie Frost, wi’ breath fu’ cauld, 
Gangs hirplin’ through ilk alley. 
I lauch an’ loup wi’ furthy glee, 
Nor wad I swap wi’ ony ; 
The joy I feel, sae blythe an’ leal, 
Wi’ Johnnie an’ his crony. 


The langest winter day is short, 
Whan wi’ the pair I gaither ; 

They’re aye sae brisk, an’ fu’ o’ sport, 
Their jokes ye canna tether. 

They baith gang lauchin’ up an’ doon, 
Sae cheerie an’ sae bonnie ; 

I wat they’re worthy o’ a croon, 
Douce Johnnie an’ his crony. 
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Queen o’ the Clyde. 
Tune—‘ O’ a’ the Autrts.’’ 


‘THE gowden tassels o’ the broom 
Are pleasin’ to the e’e ; 

The boneysuckle’s choice perfume 
Fills ilka heart wi’ glee. 

While bells o’ blue, an’ cowslips too, 
Deck ilka glen wi’ pride ; 

Which shows fu’ soon, that fair Dunoon, 
Is still Queen o’ the Clyde. 


The castle wi’ its flower-gemmed walks, 
Wad charm a sceptic’s heart ; 

For there we view, by waves o’ blue, 
Blithe nature lacking art. 

The charming face o’ nature fine 
Looks up an’ smiles wi’ pride ; 

Wi’ heart in tune, ’cause fair Dunoon, 
Is aye Queen o’ the Clyde. 


The Queen o’ Beauty wandered far, 
To find a dainty hame ; 
Till guided by a lucky star, 
Doon to this spot she came. 
An’ wi’ a wondrous smile o’ love, 
She ope’d her arms fu’ wide ; 
Syne clasped oor treasure to her breast, 
Then sang, ‘‘ Queen o’ the Clyde.” 
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‘A Dainty Bit Clachan.” 


Tune: “ Last May a braw wooer.”’ 


DAINTY bit clachan is bonnie Dunoon, 
Its fowks are baith hamely an’ canty ; 
An’ I wat ye a groat, ye may trot up an’ doon, 
Ere ye fin’ anither sae jaunty, sae jaunty, 
Ere ye fin’ anither sae jaunty. 


Ye may crack o’ yer Lunnon, yer Panis, an’ a’, 
Whaur the muckle black deil is the daddie ; 

But gie me Dunoon aye sae bonnie an’ braw, 
An’ the tail o’ a guid fresh haddie, fresh haddie, 
An’ the tail o’ a guid fresh haddie. 


A twa handed crack wi’ auld Jock o’ the Knowe, 
A lass, an’ a dram o’ guid whisky, 

Can licht in ilk briest a cheery bit lowe, 
An’ can mak’ us fu’ blythe an’ fu’ frisky, fu’ frisky, 
An’ can mak’ us fu’ blythe an’ fu’ frisky. 


I carena a fig for rank’s glitter an’ glare, 
I ne’er mak’ o’ sic things a study ; 

But dearly I loe Dunoon, fragrant an’ fair, 
An’ her lasses sae rosy an’ ruddy, an’ ruddy, 
An’ her lasses sae rosy an’ ruddy. 


Oh! a dainty bit clachan is bonnie Dunoon, 
Its fowks are baith hamely an’ canty, 

An’ I wat ye a groat they’re the same roon an’ roon, 
Ilk granny, ilk uncle, an’ auntie, an ’auntie, 
Iik granny, ilk uncle, an’ auntie. 
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The Dear Auld Hame. 


THE thistle wags upon the hill, 

The heather bloometh braw, 

The blue bell woos the ripplin’ rill 
Doon by yon birken shaw. 

And ilka mountain tow’rin’ grand 
To greet the sunbeam’s flame. 

Dow’rs wi’ a pride nane dare deride 
Oor cosy dear auld hame. 


Chorus— 


The dear auld hame, the dear auld hame, 
Is richer, brichter far than fame. 

And hearts fu’ kind, ye'll always find 
Wha'll never tine the dear auld hame. 


O Scotia dear as life to me 
What mem’ries cling aroon 

Thy martyr’s glens and dowie dens, 
Whaur rose the sacred tune. 

Oh blessed is ilk hallowed spot 
And graves without a name. 

Whaur martyrs sleep rich mem’ries keep 
Aroon oor dear auld hame. 


O dear auld Scotia, land o’ cakes, 
Home of romance and song, 

Land of brave heroes tried and true 
Who fought for freedom long. 

Within our hearts there burns to-night 
A pure and tender flame 

That lights us back cross mem’ry’s track 
To thee, oor dear auld hame. : 


POEMS. 183 


NARRATIVE ‘POEMS. 


Not “ Angles” but “ Angels.” 


[A CRISIS IN HisTory.—In the sixth century, Gregory the 
Great was led to send the Gospel to our Anglo-Saxon forefathers 
through the exceeding beauty of some Saxon children exposed 
for sale in the slave market at Rome. Before he was made Pope, 
he was one day walking thro’ the slave market at Rome, when 
he was struck by the sight of some little slave children standing 
there for sale, whose rosy cheeks, blue eyes and flaxen hair were 
very different from those of the dark little Italian children. 
‘What people are these?” he asked. ‘ Angles,’’ was the 
reply, for that was the way the name was pronounced in Italy. 
‘“* Non angli sed angeli’—not Angles but angels—would they 
be if they were Christians,’’ he cried, and he had them bought, 
that they might be trained as Christian monks, with the idea 
that some day they might teach their countrymen. ] 


"Twas in classic Rome the beautiful, that Gregory 

the Great, 

(In ages gone ere Freedom’s flower shone with its smile 
elate), 

Performed a deed so wonderful, that Time can never 
dim, 

The glory of that action which reflects so much of Him. 

No flaunting deed of bravery, mid war’s terrific strife, 

No dauntless act of chivalry that took a mortal’s life ; 

But nobler, truer, better far, than all the world can 
own, 

He plucked a flower from out the mud, and placed it 
on a throne. 


The galling chains of slavery did clank with horror 
when, 

The world was peopled by a race of wild and Godless 
men ; 

And oft the market squares were filled with children 
young and fair, 
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Whose budding lives were warped and dwarfed ’neath 
the Slavonic snare. 

These little babes with deep blue eyes, ne’er knew the 
blessed truth, 

That now is scattered far and wide, to every maid and 
youth ; 

No precious Bible’s golden charm was there to soothe 
and cheer. 

They worshipped stone and wood and brass, thro’ all 
the circling year. 

No marvel then the Saxon race, were heathens, wild 


and rude ; 

They never dreamt or heard about the Christian 
Brotherhood. 

And so it happ’d that Gregory once in the fasket 
square, 


Espied some little childish slaves, who were surpassing 


fair ; 

Dear little lambs with curling locks and eyes of deepest 
blue 

Electrified the good old man, and thrilled him thro’ 
and thro’. 


It seemed so strange the fragile flowers, so beautiful 
and sweet, 

Should be exposed like cattle where the rude and 
rabble meet. 

And Gregory the Great exclaimed, ‘‘ What people pray 
are these ? ”’ 

And he was answered by the crowd, ‘‘ Young Angles if 
you please ;”’ 

"Twas then a cloud of sorrow swept across his manly 
face, 

As with emotion deep and strong, he thus replied with 

. grace, 

‘““ Not Angles but sweet angels would these little ones 
become, 

“Tf they were but kept free from sin, and idols deaf 
and dumb, 
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‘ If in their budding breasts we set the germ of wisdom’s 
flower ; 

‘They yet may teach their darkened race, the sweetness 
of God’s power, 

‘‘ If in their darkened souls we shed religion’s sparkling 
light, | 

‘Those tiny babes may yet become great preachers of 
the Right, 

‘‘ And ’neath the glow of Freedom’s lamp shine forth 
as beacon’s true, 

‘‘ To guide lost sinners to that Fount, where Peace and 
Love ensue.” 

So Gregory the Great resolved to purchase there and 
then, 

Those’ beauteous slaves, and train them up, to save their 
fellow men. 


"Twas Godlike thus to act, because he flung his pride 


away, 

And in the light of Christian faith, his soul was clear 
as day ; 

Now whether in the after years, these little ones became, 

Heroic souls who fought for God, and praised the 
Saviour’s name, 

We cannot say, but who can doubt, the beauty of the 
part 

Enacted by that noble man, it touched a nation’s heart ; 

To think that ’mid an age so dark in infamy and sin, 

He strove with courage pure and calm, to bring God’s 
message in. 

His loving soul was sad to see humanity so base, 

He longed and prayed when all should view the grandeur 
of God’s face. | 

All honour to good Gregory, his was a courage true, 

That halted not when duty called, but armed with 
strength anew, 

Went boldly forth with firm resolve, to preach the 
blesséd Word, 

ll 
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Whose music to sin-burdened souls, is sweet as singing 
bird. 

He did his best for these sweet birds, that they as flowers 
might bloom, 

In God’s sweet Paradise above, triumphant o’er the 
tomb. 

He sought not loud ambition, nor courted gleaming 


gold ; 
He simply did his duty like a soldier staunch and bold: 
And ’mid the heroes of this world, of high or low estate, 
No grander hero can be found than Gregory the Great. 


Lines on My Birthday. 


Alt hail to thee, thou little cot, where first 

I saw the light of day! What mem’ries flash 
Before my mind, as I am wafted back 

To boyhood’s golden morn—sweet days of youth 
When innocence was bounding free. The flowers 
That bloomed around our cot seemed in those days 
To be of brighter hues than those we see, 

Since boyhood’s days have flown on fleeting wings, 
For ever ’cross the mystic path of time. 

The very birds that trilled their songs of praise 
Seemed gifted with a sweeter music when 

My thoughts were free from worldly cares and strife. 
Old haunts where in the sunny days of youth 

I’ve romped and played, culling sweet fragant flowers 
From off the hawthorn tree, have vanished now ; 
And in their stead gay stately mansions stand, 
And pleasant nooks around our little cot, 

Where oft I’ve roved in childhood’s joyous time, 
Have disappeared before improvement’s hand. 
Alas! dear scenes of early youth have changed, 
But still, in midst of all, our cottage stands 
Serenely peaceful, midst gay beauteous flowers 
That fill the air with fragrance rich and sweet. 

All hail to thee, thou little cot, where I 

Some three and twenty years ago first saw 


COTTAGE. 
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The light ; I love thee with a lover’s love 
For his first love, for here I’ve spent the days 
When hope was high within my breast, and now 
That bitter doubts rise up and fill my soul 
With wrangling thoughts, and envy’s cursed thor, 
I find thee still the same; thou’rt dear to me 
As fair winds to the sailor on the deep 
And boundless main; sweet mem’ries cling around 
Thy walls, oh sweet and modest natal cot. 
What merry, joyous scenes have taken place 
Within thy whitewashed walls; no pen can write 
The rapturous thoughts that fill my soul when I 
Gaze back across the gulf of byegone years 
To those days when the family circle was 
Unbroken ; for then the days possessed a charm, 
But now the charm has fled, and dear ones who 
Used to climb around my mother’s knee have 
Gone to other lands to seek that shadow 
Which men call wealth. Oh, wealth of life’s young morn 
Is worth far more than glittering gems of gold; 
For when around the flre at night we used 
To learn our lessons for the coming day 
Our thoughts were free from all that now pollutes 
The minds of riper years. 

Bright childhood’s days 
Had charms that ne’er will come again. Oh, how 
I sigh for olden times to come once mote; 
I wish to see the circle as it was 
Before one link was snapt in twain; but oh! 
I doubt the chain will never more on earth 
Be joined; but if at last we meet above, 
Where all is fair and bright and beautiful, 
How pleasant it will be to talk for hours 
Of merry pranks we used to play within 
The little cot when in the land of time. 
’"Twould be no sin to talk of childhood’s day 
Within the garden of eternity ; 
For there we will be children, born again, 
Washed in the blood of Him who died for all. 
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Jock the Doctor. 


[™ a gaberlunzie callan, 
I gang wand’rin’ up an’ doon, 
Tinker’s hut or shepherds’ hallan 
Welcomes me like flooer o’ June. 
Restless as a tinker’s cuddy, 
Kent fu’ weel by ilka buddy : 
Hoo I cam’ tae jink the wuddy 
Aft has puzzled auld Dunoon. ~- 


I’m a harum-scarum fellow, 
Touzy as a cadger’s dram ; 
Be the weather wet or mellow, 
Still I’m frisky as a ram. 
Harmless as a bairn whan sookin’, 
Aft wi’ dnnk I’ve gat a drookin’ ; 
Canty Jock fu’ oft is lookin’ 
For the secret o’ Life’s balm. 


I’m a queer auld cocklelorum, 
As the warld I warstle thro’ ; 
Aft I’ve danced famed Tullochgorum, 
Wi’ a gaberlunzie crew. 
Naething comes amiss tae Johnnie, 
He can crack a joke wi’ ony ; 
Weel he lo’es a sonsy crony, 
An’ a drap o’ mountain dew. 


Roon the Castlehill, sae hoary, 

I’ve stravaiged ere ye were born ; 
I cou’d tell ye a’ ma story, 

But I’d keep ye tae the morn. 
Frae Blairmore doon tae Innellan, 
Queer nick-nackets I’ve been sellin’ ; 
While the bairnies lood are yellin’, 

‘“‘ Jock the Doctor’s teuch as horn.” 
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I’m as teuch an’ staunch as heather, 
Wi’ nine lives like ony cat ; 

I can brave the roughest weather 
In ma braid sou-waster hat. 

Ma degree ne’er cam’ frae College, 


Yet I’ve whups o’ doctor’s knowledge. 


Are ye sick ? Gae, sup at porridge 
Till yer chafts are lined wi’ fat. 


I’m a gaberlunzie callan, 
I gang wand’rin’ roon an’ roon ; 
I cou’d drink o’ ‘‘ swats”’ a gallon, 
Jeist tae keep ma speerits doon. 
Whiles I sleep in wynds an’ alleys, 
Whiles I sleep in daisied valleys ; 
Still I’m here, devoid o’ malice, 
Auldest doctor in Dunoon. 


Then, hurrah for Jock the doctor ! 
Wha can haud a spunk tae him ? 
He wis ne’er fashed wi’ a proctor, 


Yet he’s blythesome, gleg, an’ trim. 


He can test a whusky barrel, 

He can soother up a quarrel ; 

Let us, then, tae this auld carle 
Fill a bumper tae the brim. 
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“When Jock and I were Young. 


LO’E the bonnie gurlin’ stream that prees the sweet 
blue-bell ; 
I lo’e the blythesome lark that sings aboon yon 
mossy dell; 
I lo’e the gowden stooks whaur aft I’ve jinked and 
blithely sung ; 
But dearest faur I lo’e the days when Jock and I were 
young. 


Oor cantie wee bit toon was then a clachan, gleg an’ 
braw; 

Oor lasses never fashed their heids aboot silk goons 
ava; 

They had nae freenges on their broo, nae blarney on 
their tongue, 

But ilka lass was douce and bien, when Jock and I were 
young. 


I kenna what the lasses mean, I think the’re a’ gaun 


gyte ; 

They sail aboot wi’ waists sae jimp, an’ heids a perfect 
fright : 

They canna bake a cake or scone—wi’ pride fu’ to the 
bung, 

I wat ye, freens, the jauds are changed sin’ Jock an’ 
I were young. 


The lasses nooadays matn paint, an’ in a’ learnin’ shine, 

In coat an’ shortgoon they wad scorn to tramp in washin’ 
bine ; 

To link genteel an’ leddy-like, wi ne’er a thocht o’ lung, 

They squeeze their waists into sma’ buik sin’ Jock an’ 
I were young. 
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A cog o’ brose is vulgar noo, while parritch isna fine, | 
The hale jing bang o’ fowks, I think, wad sour the 
richest wine ; 
They cock their nose at this an’ that—they’d need a 
- hazel ring 
To teach them hoo we leev’d lang syne when Jock an’ 
I were youg. 


Auld granny, wi’ her dainty mutch, wad toddle but an’ 
ben, 

An’ daddie, wi’ his tartan breeks, was aye the king o’ 
men ; 

While Jock an’ Jen, doon in the Glen, wad coort the 
ferns among, 

Nae breach o’ promise e’re was kent when Jock an’ I 
were young. 


When ilka bairn was born, my freens, the piper used 
to play, 

An’ lads an’ lasses louped an’ sang, wi’ speerits licht 
an’ gay ; 

An’ whangs o’ cheese, an’ faurls 0’ cake, baith richt 
an’ left were flung, 

The warld was fu’ o’ merriment when Jock an’ I were 
young. 


The warld is a’ turned upside doon, the Kirk is no the 
same, 

A “ kist o’ whussles ’’ noo maun skirl to catch the lug 
o’ fame; 

An’ “Bangor,” ‘ French,” an’ “ Martyrdom,” oor 
faithers blithely sung, 

Are seldom heard—-hech, things are changed sin’ Jock 
an’ I were young. 
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We micht he kind o’ towzy in the days o’ auld lang syne, 

Yet we had hamely customs that we couldna thole to 
tine ; 

Oor meat was braxy, spuds, an’ brose, while to our 
faith we clung, 

The Highland creed was staunch and leal when Jock an’ 
I were young. 


Hech, sirs, ye weel may shake your pows, ye ken I tell 
nae lee, 

The warld was better faur, I wat, when in its infancy ; 

An’ though the spread o’ learnin’ has usurped your 

mither tongue, 

It hasna made ye better than when Jock an’ I were 
young. 


Oh, leeze me on auld Whiny Knowe, my kairnies’ 
Highlan hame, 

Ae glimpse o’ that sweet smilin’ spot is worth a year 0’ 
fame ; 

’Twas there that Jock first preed ny mou’—oh, megstie, 
hco I sung !—- 

The warld was like a rainbow hricht when Jock an’ 
I were young. 


I’m auld an’ grey but yet I feel, if ony piper cam’, 

An’ kittled up his pibroch, I’d be frisky as a lamb ; 

I’d dance again owre floorey mead, whaur aft wi’ glee 
T sung 

The lilts that cheered my tender heart when Jock an’ 
I were young. 


(This poem won a prize in the Christmas Number Com- 
petition of the People’s Journal.) 
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The Dying Highlander ; 
OR, 
OLD DONALD OF THE GLEN. 


Or? Donald of the Glen was staunch and true, 
re rough of speech, his heart was soft and 


And ae as a flower-like lisping child. 

His mild blue eyes beamed with a pleasing smile 
That cheered the soul, like some angelic dream ; 
His hearty laugh was like the Highland breeze, 
So fresh and free, an antidote for care. 

And all his life he dwelt beside the hills, 

The dear old, stern, and rugged hills, that towered 
In pride to greet the sky, like powerful giants. 
And little marvel, then, that he should love 

The grand, majestic, everlasting hills 

That spake to him of love, and youth, and hope, 
And sunny dreams that long, alas, were dead. 
Ah, how I loved that dear old Highland man, 
His sturdy, independent mind was such 

That oft I thought the world would be more fair 
If ‘mid her millions she had more like him. 


One winter night, oh many years ago, 

(I mind it now as though ’twere yesterday), 

They brought me word old Donald of the Glen 

Lay at Death’s door, and ere the morning’s light 
Would dawn, he’d solve the mystery that bridged 
The gulf of Time from vast Eternity. 

The snow was falling fast, and howling winds 

Swept o’er the Highland moor; white roaring floods 
Dashed down the rugged glens, and lightning flashed, 
While thunder bellowed loud and deep. The trees 
Bowed down their spreading arms before the storm’s 
Tempestuous sway. The bold storm-king was roused, 
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And God's terrific power was seen, as oaks 

Were twisted round like children’s toys, and borne 
Away within the storm-king’s tawny arms. 

No twinkling star shone in the sky, while dark 

And scowling clouds obscured the moon’s pale beam. 
The elements were wild and fierce, but youth 
Danced in my veins, and Donald of the Glen 

Was sinking fast; so heedless of the storm 

That shrieked and raged, like some incarnate imp, 

I seized my stick and rushed forth in the night. 


The storm was swallowed up with thoughts of him 
I loved, and soon I reached old Donald’s cot,— 

A wee thatched cabin in a lonely glen, 

That groaned and creaked before the mighty blast 
That wildly screamed with unabated power,— 

And lifting up the ‘“ sneck,” I staggered ‘‘ ben” 

To where my old friend lay, tended by Jean, 

His dear and faithful aged spouse. The room 

Was scant and bare, a flick’ring lamp but helped 
To make each thing appear more weird and strange. 
I placed my hand upon old Donald's brow, 

I felt his fevered pulse, and knew that soon 

He'd leave the cares of life for peace and rest, 
Where age is youth, and night is never known. 


The old man had been “ dov’rin’,” but he roused 
Whene’er he heard my name, and to his eyes 
There came a smile of wondrous light and love; 
And stretching out his dear old wrinkled hand, 
He clasped mine to his bosom, while he cried : 

‘“‘ Ah, bairn, ah, bairn, I thought ye ne’er wad come. 
I longed to see your bonnie face ere I 

Had bade adieu to time for evermore. 

The world has not been all sunshine to me; 
My star of hope has lang gane out my sky, 
And I, who once owned plenty, lost it all. 
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But dearer far than glittering gold to me, 
My bonnie bairns, my twa brave sturdy sons, 
Were swept away to meet a bloody death, 
Far, far frae Jean and me, beyond the seas. 
Ye stare, and look amazed, my bonnie lad, 
And ’ aiblins’ think old Donald of the Glen 
Is haivrin,’ but my story’s lang and strange. 
No idle phantom of a feeble mind. 

Ye'd like to hear my story? Well, my son, 
I fain wad speak, but oh! my strength is sma’, 
And Death is tapping at my bosom now. 


“Lang, lang ago, when Jean was blythe and young, 
The sweetest flower in a’ the country side, 

And I a ‘swanky,’ blythesome, Highland lad, 

Made her my wife, the world seemed bright and fair. 
Our croft was wondrous fine, admired by all, 

And bounteous Providence smiled on us baith. 

And as the years passed by, twa bonnie bairns 
Were born to add mair sunshine to our lives. 

Our boys grew up to manhood’s years, and oft 

At night, on bended knee, we thanked our God 

For sending us poor creatures of a day 

Such blessed stars to light our path through life. 
But when our sky seemed fair, and bright, and calm, 
The auld laird died, and with him went our luck. 
‘The beauteous croft we long had called our own, 
Passed into strange and grasping hands, and then 
Our ‘ hame,’ dear to our hearts as very life, 

Was rudely swept away, that sporting men 

Might come to kill the deer, where bleating sheep 
Were wont to stray. Oh that I’d died that day! 
We struggled on, my twa brave lads and I, 

But nought but desolation seemed around. 

Our hearts were sore to see the land, where oft 

We laboured hard, trod under foot by men 

Who ne’er paid compensation for our toil. 

For weary months we battled on, until 
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Our hard-earned cash had dwindled all away, 
And then my twa brave lads, with heavy hearts, 
And hunger gnawing at their breasts, resolved 
To leave the heath-clad hills they loved so well, 
To fight their country’s battles for their bread. 
O God, our hearts were sore that day, and yet 
We could not ask our lads to stay and die. 

To die! while moneyed men grew fat upon 

The land our fathers owned for ages past. 

Ay, lad, ’twas hard to think my sturdy boys, 
Who loved the music of each tinkling burn 
That gurgled down the mountain side, were forced 
To leave the heath’ry huls, ’cause cruel men 
Robbed us of all we long had toiled to own. 


‘But let me hurry on, a flood of tears 

Bursts forth and dims my aged eyes. Again 

I see my bonnie bairns, strong as the oak 

That laughs to scorn the howling tempest’s blast ; 
Free as the breeze that whistled round our cot, 

And guileless as the little lambs that skip 

In flowery May. Ah me, the world seemed dark 

To Jean and me, when our brave lads went off 
With tearful eyes, but hearts that throbbed with pride, 
To fight their country’s battles for their bread. 


‘“‘ And how the days, the weeks, and months slipped by 
We ne’er could tell; our hearts were far away, 
With blythesome Jamie and his brother Hugh ; 
And oft we lay awake at night, and prayed 

To God to guard our darlings ’mid the war 
That raged in foreign lands. And time went on, 
And oft wild, startling rumours reached our ears 
About the war in Egypt, far away. 

We scanned the papers daily, and the news 

We long had dreaded came at last ; our boys 
Had been engaged at Tel-el-Kebir, where, 


POEMS. 197 


With Highland grit, which danger never knew, 

The kilted lads were first to meet the foe. 

And in the deadly bayonet charge our boys 

Were numbered with the slain, that strewed the ground 
Around the famed redoubt, no human foe 

Could hold, when Highland hearts were in the van. 
The papers said our lads like lions fought, 

And talked of all the glory of the war, 

That left poor Jean and me without a bairn 

To ‘steek our een’ when Death had laid us low: 
Ah me, my heart grew hard, and cold as stone, 

To think my bonnie lads were stark and stiff 

In foreign lands, while pompous, strutting lairds 
Shot o’er the lands that were by right my bairns’. 


‘‘ Half maddened with my grief, I sought the laird, 
Who forced my bonnie lads to meet their death 
By cruel foes, ‘far frae the lowe o’ hame.’ 

I called him murderer, and loudly vowed 

I’d ha’e revenge ; but oh, my dearest lad, 

My mind was off its balance, and I said 

And did strange things. The laird but loudly laughed 
And mocked my grief; while I, with weary steps, 
Turned back to comfort Jean, star of my life, 
Whose dear auld heart was yearning for her boys. 
And oh, my son, 'tis hard to tell ye how 

The weary, dreary months dragged on, while Jean 
And I oft asked the Lord to tak’ us hame, 

To meet our bairns, where tyrants’ sway’s unknown. 
But God is good, and He who bled for us 

On Calvary’s cross does all things for the best. 

I feel His blessed presence in the room, 

He beckons me to come, and I maun gang. 

And oh, my young and trusty friend, when Death, 
With its sweet mystic touch, has called me hence, 
Be kind to Jean, and He who never failed 

To help the poor will crown thy head with joy. 
Farewell, dear Jean, sweet partner o’ my life, 
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The Lord has called, and I obey. Farewell, 

Ye bonnie braes, and deeply tangled woods ; 

Ye mountain steeps, where in the days of youth 
I’ve roamed to cull the fragrant flowers that grew 
In craggy clifis or rocky mounds so high. 

Ye beetling crags, and charmed, wild rugged glens, 
Where oft at balmy e’en I’ve wooed my Jean, 
Farewell ; farewell, each lovely spot where I 

In life’s young morn sought with a lover’s glee, 
Ere yet the greed of man laid waste our land. 


“Ye hallowed scenes, where godly men oft knelt 
To pray, adieu! Ye roaring floods that rush 

In awful grandeur past my cottage door! 

Ye shrieking winds, that lash the sea to foam, 
Speaking to us of God’s majestic strength ! 

Ye falling snows, pure as a woman's love, 
Farewell! I go to view a fairer sight 

Than mortal man e’er saw. Dear Highland hearts, 
That long have throbbed with pain to see each bright 
And lovely glen disfigured by the hand 

Of man, a long farewell. Trust God, and pray 
That He who stilled the raging storm will make 
Men’s hearts pure as a little snow-white lamb. 


“The wind howls loud without, but in my breast 
Is calm and peace. Farewell to all my foes, 
Who in this world harassed and tempt’d me sore. 
May peace dwell in their bosoms, live a star 

To light them on to deeds of noble birth! 
Farewell, young friend, farewell; the Lord has come 
To call me to my heavenly croft, and I 

Obey His blessed voice. Dear Jean, farewell ; 
Mourn not for me, ‘tis but a day at most 

Till you and I shall meet our bairns again, 
Where death and hunger never enter in. 

Hark! Jean, glad heavenly music fills the room, 
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Like sweet, angelic voices calling me 
Away from sin and crime, to love and peace. 
I come, dear Lord, I come; farewell, farewell ! ”’ 


Old Donald of the Glen was dead. A smile 
Still lingered on his dear old honest face, 

That seemed to hail Death as a welcome friend. 
I turned to comfort his beloved Jean, 

Whose wrinkled face beamed with a holy light, 
As bending o’er old Donald where he lay, 

She lifted up her voice and cried, ‘‘O Lord, 
I’ve bided lang to hear Thy gentle voice, 

And noo that Donald’s reached his Father’s side, 
And smiles upon our bonnie bairns once mair, 
My heart will break if I maun langer bide, 

A wreath o’ snaw, with nought on earth to cheer. 
I long to fill the vacant place above, 

Beside dear Donald and our bonnie bairns. 

O Lord, the widow’s strength in time of need, 
The heavens open and I enter in 

To sing the praises of the Lamb. I come, 

I come to Donald and my bairns, I come; 
Through life we lived, in death we manna part.” 


Old Jean fell back, and when I took her up 

I found her meek and godlike soul had winged 

Its happy flight, to meet old Donald where 

The poor in heart shall wear a crown of life. 

I closed the dear old creature’s eyes, and sought 
Some neighbouring women, who performed the last 
Sad rites. They both were buried side by side, 
Under the shadow of the hills they loved 

So well; and as I left the lonely grave 

Out on the bleak and rugged Highland moor, 

I thought the world was poorer by their loss, 
Although the gain to them was more than gold 
Or treasured wealth could buy, for they had found 
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A croft of glory, far beyond the reach 

Of greedy, grasping lairds, who crush the poor 
And honest Highlanders that live at peace 
With all mankind. A noble type of men 
That land oppressors soon will make as rare 
As virtue in a purse-rich empty man. 


Old Donald of the Glen, farewell, farewell ! 
This little wreath I lay upon thy tomb, 

To tell a future age that once there lived 

A noble soul, with independent mind. 

A Highland chief with heart as pure as gold, 
A man ’mong men, a pious gifted soul 

Was my true friend, old Donald of the Glen. 
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BURNS. 


Robert Burns. 


HE world, with all its hollow power, 
Strews pearled rubies like a shower 
Around the gaudy tinted flower 
With jewelled eyes, 
Where Rank, with Pomp in gilded bower 
For ever lies. 


The rush and roar in market square, 
When mottals drive their bargains there, 
Would sink an angel in despair 

With streaming eye; 
Because the echo of man’s prayer 

Is “sell and buy.” 


And musing thus at gloaming hour, 

Far from the sweet and rustic bower 

That sheltered oft a winsome flower, 
I wandered back 

In fancy, ’mid a golden shower, 
Along life’s track. 


And in a wee theik’d cabin there, 
Close by the winding banks of Ayr, 
I view a sturdy wight whom care 
Could never drown— 
Heroic Rab, with raven hair 
And laurel crown. 
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Those wondrous flashes from his pen 
That lit the eye, in mart and glen, 
Proclaimed that he was king of men, 
Eclipsed by none: 
A mortal far beyond our ken, 
Clear as the sun. 


When Rabbie sang, with heaven-born skill, 
The warblers, silent on each hill, 
Were awe-struck at the magic thrill 
Of Rabbie’s lute, 
For as Rab sang clear as a rill, 
- The birds were mute. 


He had the majesty of soul 
That spread a charm from pole to wale 
He made Dame Nature as a whole 
His dearest friend ; 
And while the years shall onward roll, 
His fame can’t end. 


While now I write he’s in my room, 

A welcome shadow from the tomb, 

That dissipates all care and gloom, 
Until I smile, 

To think I see, in all his bloom, 
Brave Rab o’ Kyle. 


And as I view his honest face, 

Lit up with wisdom, wit, and grace, 

I fain would take a humble place 
Behind the bard ; 

What tho’ he ran a chequered race, 
His lot was hard. 
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In fancy now I see the bard, 
Whom thousands hold in high regard ; 
And what tho’ Rabbie was ill-starred 
On fortune’s track, 
Clean honesty was still trump card 
In Rabbie’s pack. 


The world now opes its arms awide, 

To clasp the form of Scotia’s pride ; 

No longer do they ban and chide 
The bard, for why ? 

His fame is clear as stars that glide - 
In yonder sky. 


When in the flesh he asked for bread, 

The world gave him a stone instead ; 

While powered rank with dainty tread 
And haughty frown, 

Ignored poor Rab; now stark and dead, 
He’s found renown. 


"Tis not that rank admires him more, 
But since he’s reached that mystic shore, 
Of which he sweetly sang of yore, 

The rich and great 
Delight to con his praises o’er, 

And dine in state. 


But should he step from out his grave, 
They'd call him still a drunken slave, 
Because he dubbed my lord a knave , 
With ready wit; 
Yet never did he sigh or crave 
With lords to sit. 
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Ah, tho’ Rab had a noble mind, 

The world to him was most unkind, 

They to his virtues were full blind, 
But ope’d their eyes, 

When he their follies was inclined 
To satirize. 


They hail thee brother now, but when 
Thou tower’d above thy fellow men 
With genius rare, they didna ken 
Thee, honest Rab, 
Because you gave the upper ten 
A cruel stab. 


But time works wonders, and to-day 
They hob-nob with thy fame so gay, 
And swear that thou ne’er went astray 
From virtue’s path ; 
Thy bones now rotten in the clay 
Has smoored their wrath. 


But there are Caledonians true, 

With honest hearts and bonnets blue, 

Who love to give all praises due 
That ready pen, 

That boldly whipped the canting crew 
Of unripe men. 


Aye, Rab, thy fame is still as green 

As when thou wooed thy bonnie Jean, 

The lass that loved thy sparkling een 
And noble face. 

Within our hearts thou hast serene 
An honoured place. 
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The grand nobility of man, 

In all thy works we proudly scan, 

What tho’ to follies oft thou ran, 
Thy heart was still 

Removed as far from Satan’s fan 
As sun-capped hill. 


And to the ages yet unborn, 

Thy teaching will be clear as morn, 

And men and maidens all forlorn 
From thee will sip 

Sweets that will fill with peace each horn, 
And wreath each lip. 


When every grand colossal tower, 
‘Crumbles away before Time’s power, 
And mortal man fades like a flower, 
His dust in urns, 
New world’s will rise, to share the dower 
Bequeathed by Burns. 


Thou art a very king of men, 

Loved by all Scots, from hill or fen, 

And while yon daisy in the glen 
Springs with a smile, 

We'll gladly praise ‘gain and again 
Brave Rab o’ Kyle. 
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Greetings. 
‘THE King of Song, wha lang ago 
Thrilled human souls wi’ love divine, 

Is with us yet, pure as the snow, 

And dear as days o’ auld lang syne. 
And to our kindred far an’ near, 

We stretch our hands in pride to-night, | 
To pledge again the brilliant seer, 

Wha sang the praise o’ Truth an’ Right. 
He was the daddie o’ us a’, 

His pawky wit, an’ lyric power, 
Have cast a halo round each ha’, 

Eclipsing monarch’s princely dower. 
His Fame shall far outshine all Art, 

Long after Kings are dust in urns; 
Because engraven on each heart, | 

You'll find the name of Robert Burns, 


Wr hearts aflame, we meet to-night, 
To sing that Right shall conquer Might, 
That Truth must aye prevail ; 
Because the Brotherhood of man, 
Wi’ Rab was ever in the van, 
Then why should we turn tail ? 


The genius o’ dear Robin still 

Can send a soul-inspiring thrill 
Thro’ mankind big an’ sma’ ; 

And wi’ the valour o’ oor sons, 

We hope to crush the cruel Huns, 
Tho’ mony thoosan’s fa’. 


And wi’ Rab’s creed within ilk soul, 
God speed the day when bloodshed’s toll 
Will swiftly flee awa’; 
When Right, effulgent as a star, 
Will sit wi’ Peace in Wisdom’s car, 
And men be brithers a’. 
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WHEN a’ the warld is in the dumps, 
Beneath puir Folly’s banter ; 

Jeist cock yer heid, an’ gang wi’ speed, 
To rhymin’ Rab the Ranter. 

When cankert callans grunt and growl, 
Wi’ nocht to stir their Fancy, 

Frae Rabbie croon, a hamely tune, 
’Twill summons necromancy. 


When suffragettes are on the stump, 
Frae Charin’ Cross to Oban, 
Jeist ope’ yer eyes, an’ see the prize, 
The warld has got in Robin. 
Let yam’rin buddies hing their heids, 
An’ sough like ony river ; 
Come join wi’ me, cheers, three times three, 
To Robin—King, for ever! 


KING of our hearts, great Prince of song, 
Why is our love for thee so strong ? 
Why do we praise thy lilting lays, 

Fresh as the heather on our braes ? 

Why do we feel thy peerless power, 

Fair as the beauty of a flower ? 

’Tis not because a classic thrill 

Is intermingled with thy skill ; 

But ’tis because thy magic art, 

Is interwoven with each heart ;— 

Heart spake to heart, when thou of old, 
Gave to the world thy priceless gold ; 

And Time can only brighter make, 

The bard who sang for Scotland’s sake, 
And so to-night the toast shall ring, 
‘King Robert Burns,—long live our King. 


1910. 
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One Hundred Years. 


[Burns, on his death-bed, is reported to have said to ‘‘ Bonnie 
Jean,’’ his wife, ‘ the world would think a good deal more 
of him a hundred years after he had been laid in his grave.” 
This prophecy has been fulfilled to the letter.] 

OXE hundred years have come and gone since he— 

The bard we love—sank to an early tomb ; 

Dowering the world, and leaving you and me 

A wreath that will not fade till crack of doom. 


One hundred years have not impaired the power, 
Nor dwarfed the genius of this king of song ; 

And still he tends, through every changing hour, 
To cheer our souls with music deep and strong. 


One hundred years, and he is singing still, 
The fulness of his song is in each heart ; 
And music sweet as sun-kissed rippling rill, 
Is ours to soothe or make the tear drop start. 


One hundred years, and though his bones are dust, 
The genius of his song is ever near ; 

We need not take the poet’s worth on trust, 
We've proved it now through many a circling year. 


One hundred years, and he is living yet, 

His muse is pregnant with a living power ; 
And we as Scotsmen never must forget 

The bard bequeathed to us a deathless dower. 


One hundred years have passed, since Burns laid down 
The weary burden of a heavy heart; 

But yet his lamp burns bright in every town, 
And lights our way ‘mid glen or city mart. 


One hundred years, and Burns is with us now, 
We feel his presence in this room to-night ; 

The laurel wreath is clasped around his brow, 
And toasting him, our hearts with his unite. 


One hundred years have passed, and still we cry 
(With all the fervour of a heart that turns 

To seek for wisdom from a power on high), 
“God bless the mem’ry of brave Robert Burns.” 


21st July, 1896. 
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In Memoriam. 


GEORGE STIRLING, DIED JANUARY I8TH, IQI4. 


KNEW him in the olden time, 
When life, smooth as a poet’s rhyme, 
Made all our pulses thrill ; 
When free as wind, and blithe as free, 
We scampered o’er the flower-deck’d lea, 
Beneath the heath-clad hill. 


I knew him as a school boy when 

We rambled through sweet Morag’s Glen, 
Or roamed by Balgie’s stream ; 

To watch the painted butterfly, 

Or list the cuckoo’s magic cry, 
When life was all a dream. 


I knew him when school days were o'er, 
And we had gained some precious lore, 
From hill and dale and brook ; 
When ’mid the silence of the hills, 
Lulled by the music of the rills, 
We read dame Nature’s book. 


I knew him as a comrade true, 
Who always strove kind deeds to do, 
With sunshine on his face ; 
And you might search from Pole to Pole, 
Yet never find a nobler soul, 
"Mid all the human race. 
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I knew him, too, in later years, 

When sunshine had been dashed with tears, 
And pain tapp’d at his door ; 

When ’mid the tragedy and gloom, 

His soul could never harbour room 
For doubt, though troubled sore. 


And now I seem to know him best, 

Since George for ever is at rest, 
Beneath the springing sod ; 

Because across life’s mystic shore, 

The friend I loved in days of yore. 
Is safe at home with God. 


To Annie on her 2lst Birthday. 


DEAR ANNIE, now when August bright, 
Sheds radiance from a golden sun ; 
May all thy path with love be bright, 
Because to-day thou’rt twenty-one. 


Now maidenhood is left behind, 
And riper joys are just begun ; 

God grant that purity of mind, 
May dower thy life at twenty-one. 


May Peace pure as a brooding dove, 
Be with thee, dear, till Time is done; 
And may you always know the love, 
That thrills the soul at twenty-one. 


With heart unspotted, conscience true, 
Thy life will then be like the sun; 
And may you strive kind deeds to do, 

Long after you are twenty-one. 
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In Memoriam. 


PrIvATE A. L. ALLAN, SCOTTISH RIFLES, KILLED IN 
ACTION IN FRANCE. 


brave young soul at duty’s call, 
For King and country gave his life, 
And from the sombre fun’ral pall, 
A glory springs that scatters strife. 


Our brave heroic soldier son, 

That Right and Justice might prevail, 
Stood up before the cruel Hun, 

Despite the deadly shower of hail. 


With pluck undaunted, like the men 
Who fought and fell in days of yore ; 
Strong as the oak within the glen, 
He never quailed neath battle’s roar. 


Weep not for him, he did his best. 
Life’s race is o’er and glory won; 
Our soldier’s soul is now at rest; 
The Master smiled, and said, ‘“‘ Well done.’’ 


To a Young Lady on Her 21st Birthday. 


AY one-and-twenty song birds sing 
Their sweetest lays to cheer thy life, 
May one-and-twenty blossoms spring 
With love-lit eyes to scatter strife ; 
I send thee one and-twenty thoughts, 
That Love, like bird of Paradise, 
May sing its song, both sweet and strong, 
And leave its lustre in thine eyes. 
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Maiden With the Laughing Eyes. 
(ON HER I7TH BIRTHDAY.) 


MAIDEN with the laughing eyes, 
And the streaming nut brown hair ; 

Taking people by surprise, 

Like a vision, passing fair. 
In thy budding life I see, 

Promise of a lovely flower, 
That can always bring to me, 

Gladness thro’ each changing hour. 


Ethel with the winning smile, 
And the bright expectant look ; 
Do you think it worth your while, 
To unclasp dame Nature’s book ? 
Do you still indite a song, 
With a haunting rich refrain ? 
Do you strive to right the wrong, 
Making sad ones smile again ? 


I am like a shock of corn, 
Ready for the sickle now ; 
You are like the radiant morn, 
With Joy ever at the prow. 
And this little song of mine, 
To thee, Ethel, I indite, 
Trusting Love may always shine, 
In thy track to make it bright. 
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Baby Selma (Hourani). 


[N the beauty of her face 
Charms untold I fondly trace ; 

In the language of her eyes 

Dwelleth laughter in disguise ; 

In the whiteness of her skin 

You might wrap an angel in; 

Sweet as fragrant flower is she, 

Bud from off an Eastern tree. 


Spotless as the pearl’s hue, 

With God’s likeness peeping thro’ ; 
Fairer than the Alpine snow, 

Warm as Love’s magnetic glow ; 
Selma, Mary, baby mine, 

Peace and Love and Joy are thine; 
In thy every charm and wile 

I can trace thy mother’s smile. 


Selma, Mary, flow’ret sweet, 

As the blossoms fairies meet, 

God be with you all your days, 
Is the essence of my lays; 

May the gold of Hope come in,— 
Keep thy bosom free from sin, 
Till the bud becomes a flower, 
Adding fragrance to each hour. 


Baby Selma, long ago 

God came down to love us so; 
And a pledge of love art thou, 
Sealed by God’s undying vow. 
In the beauty of thy glance, 
Angels white as snow advance, 
Telling us, so meek and mild, 
Christ was once a little child. 
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Auld Jamie Black. 


A DOUCE sonsie crony is auld Jamie Black, 

A blythe hearty crony is bauld Jamie Black ; 
He’s a canty bit chiel, wi’ a heart that’s fu’ leal, 

Fegs! a cracky auld crony is blythe Jamie Black. 


He leeves in a hamely wee hoose o’ his ain, 

As prood as a lord be it sunshine or rain ; 
Contented an’ happy he cares na a plack, 

Tho’ the world stints its favours to auld Jamie Black. 


A bannock o’ meal wi’ a kebbuck o’ cheese, 

Serves the tastes o’ this worthy auld crony to please; 
Tho’ his riches are sma’, yet nae murmurs he'll mak, 
For a king o’ contentment is auld Jamie Black. 


He'll sit in his chair and he'll lilt a bit sang, 

That mak’s sunny mem’ries within oor breests thrang ; 
Wi’ a cheerie blythe smile he gies grim care a smack 
That gars it steer clear 0’ rare auld Jamie Black. 


In the lang winter nichts roun’ his bien chimla lug, 
He'll tell ye quaint tales that gie humour a rug ; 
Wi’ auld farrant lear and a sonsie bit crack, 

The nichts pass fu’ quickly wi’ auld Jamie Black. 


He's a pawky auld chiel that wad gar yer sides split, 
When deftly he handles his braid mither wit; 

I wat ye dull care wad come doon aff the rack, 
Gin he spent hauf an oor wi’ blythe auld Jamie Black. 


A douce, sonsie crony is auld Jamie Black, 

A blythe hearty crony is bauld Jamie Black ; 

He’s a canty auld chiel, wi’ a heart that’s fu’ leal, 
Fegs! a cracky auld crony is blythe Jamie Black. 
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Lines to Mr. John Pollock on His Eightieth 
Birthday, 


D4 Johnnie wi’ the lyart locks, 
A hamely rhyme I send ye, 

To trust ye’ll aye keep aff the rocks, 
And a’ guid things attend ye. 

Thy sturdy faith has ne’er grown dim, 
Thy cooncil still is weighty, 

Packt fu’ o’ humour to the brim, 
Gleg as a hawk at eighty. 


The ups and doons o’ Life, nae doot, 
Wad sometimes send ye reeling, 
But ye hae tasted Wisdom’s fruit, 
When at God’s altar kneeling. 
And, Johnnie lad, fu’ weel I ken,— 
(Tho’ fowks are whyles consaity,) 
Ye've warstled through,—a prince o’ men,— 
An’ noo, guid sooth, you're eighty. 


The fire o’ youth nae langer lowes, 
But still thy heart is thrilling, 

As when amang the heather knowes 
Ye heard the blackie trilling : 

An’ Johnnie lad, clear as a rill, 
(Tho’ Time jogs at a ratey,) 

Serene and fair, God’s Love is still 
The same e’en tho’ you're eighty. 


An’ noo, when gloamin’ shadows fa’, 
May God in mercy cheer ye; 

May troops o’ freens be at your ca’, 
Wi’ Love and Plenty near ye. 

An’ I will pray, by night an’ day, 
That cooncils rich an’ weighty, 

May dower the chiel who’s heart is leal, 
An’ staunch as steel, tho’ eighty. 
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Lines to Celebrate Mr. James P. Cowper’s 
Birthday. 
[ FAL honest freen, tho’ breezes blaw, 
An’ driftin’ showers o’ virgin snaw, 
Hap wi’ a plaid the floorets braw, 
In moor an’ glen ; 
We winna let oor heids doon fa’ 
"Mang fremmit men. 


The snaw will pass, an’ gentle Spring, 
Will make the am’rous blackie sing, 
Till a’ Creation like a king, 
In power will rise ; 
Then Jamie, lad, let’s loup an’ fling, 
"Neath Winter skies. 


Anither milestane’s slipped alang, 

Wi’ jovial wit, an’ soothin’ sang, 

While Freenship like a victor strang, 
Burns in your breast, 

And that is why you're aye amang, 
The vera best. 


Thy lauchin’ face, an’ genial smile, 
Wad drag a hermit frae exile, 
And mak’ a mortal run a mile 
To catch its glow; 
You love to crack in jovial style 
Wi’ high or low. 


But Jamie lad, I ken that ye, 
Hae got a heart, baith staunch an’ free, 
You nail your colours to the tree, 
Richt in the van, 
An’ a’ Creation in ye see 
A proper man. 
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May thy guidwife an’ bairnies braw, 
Aye hae contenment at their ca’, 
And when the gloamin’ shadows fa’, 
Roun’ thee an’ thine, 
May Fortune never flee awa, 
But closer twine! 


God bless ye, Jamie, a’ your days, 
Wi’ health, an’ wealth, baith meat an’ claes, 
An’ while this bard can lilt his lays, 
"Mang fremmit men, 
He'll aye be prood to chant your praise, 
"Boon hunners ten. 


The Royal Scots. 


(Dedicated to Private William Irving, wishing him God 


16 


speed.) 
Tune: “ Duncan Gray.” 


‘THE Royal Scots are brisk and braw, 
Ha, ha, the tartan O. 

The auldest regiment o’ them a’ 

Ha, ha, the tartan O. 
For twa, three hunner’ years an’ mair, 
This gallant corps has done its share, 
And still is game to do or dare, 

Ha, ha, the tartan O. 


Brave Willie wi’ his tartan cap, 
Ha, ha, the tartan O. 
Will catch the Kaiser in a trap, 
Ha, ha, the tartan O. 
And when the Kaiser sees oor Will, 
Wi’ ither lads, intent to kill, 
He'll gie a yell, baith lood and shrill, 
Ha, ha, the tartan O. 
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The gallant Scots will earn a name, 
Ha, ha, the tartan. O. 
Emblazoned on the scroll of Fame, 
Ha, ha, the tartan O. 
And Willie Irving’s smiling face 
Will mak’ the Kaiser sue for grace, 
And rin, as if he ran a race, 

Ha, ha, the tartan O. 


Oor hearts are wi’ ye, Willie lad, 
Ha, ha, the tartan O. 

Aye face the foe, and fecht like mad, 
Ha, ha the tartan O. 

Imbued wi’ Justice, armed wi’ Right, 

Come! be a hero in the fight, 

Keep God and Honour aye in sight, 
Ha, ha, the tartan O. 


The lassies a’ are fidgin’ fain 
Ha, ha, the tartan O. 
To kiss dear Willie once again, 
Ha, ha, the tartan O. 
So when the battle’s fought and won, 
May you come back clear as the sun, 
To mak’ the lassies laugh wi’ fun, 
Ha, ha, the tartan O. 


Stand up for Scotland, Willie, lad ! 
Ha, ha, the tartan O. 

Oor hearts are neither cauld nor sad; 
Ha, ha, the tartan O. 

But wi’ oor hearts, wi’ love aflame, 

We wish dear Willie luck and fame, 

And pray he'll safely come back hame. 
Ha, ha, the tartan O. 
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“Johnnie McKie.” 


WINNER OF THE SCOTTISH BOWLING CHAMPIONSHIP 
FOR IQII. 


Tune: ‘‘ The Laird o’ Cockpen.” 


BUIHE June, wi’ its roses, had near passed awa’, 
The kintra was smilin’ wi’ beauty fu’ braw, 
When a brave swanky lad, wi’ a swagger gaed bye, 

Weel kent in the toon as staunch Johnnie McKie. 


A bowler fu’ keen, losh his like ye ne’er saw, 
Aye willin’ to meet ony man—big or sma’, 

To draw a lang shot he is aye game to try ; 
And a demon to strike, is blithe Johnnie McKie. 


When the clans had a’ gaithered, leal Johnnie was there, 
As brisk as a bee, an’ as guid as he’s fair ; 

And, losh! a’ the callans, when ere they cam’ nigh, 
Were beat by the skill 0’ staunch Johnnie McKie. 


The pride o’ the green, an’ the pick o’ the best, 
Brave Johnnie he mounted upon Fortune’s crest, 
The cock o’ the North, like a mountain fu’ high, 
There’s few that can equal gleg Johnnie McKie. 


Three cheers to brave Johnnie, the wale o’ the toon, 
His face is aye smilin’, like flooret in June, 

May peace and contentment ne’er pass oor freen bye, 
But dower wi’ a blessing, staunch Johnnie McKie. 
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Honest Jim. 


HE bravest and the best of men, 
With common sense packed to the brim, 
The hardy heather in the Glen 
Is not more staunch than honest Jim. 


No vaunting man, but one whose soul 
Has beauty like the rainbows rim ; 
God made a man unique and whole— 
That man is known as honest Jim. 


With logic sound and wisdom rare, 
His faith is never weak or dim; 

Because a sunbeam dwelleth where 
You find the track of honest Jim, 


And may the world be ever bright, 
With nothing that is gaunt or grim, 
And may good virtues all unite 
To dower the soul of honest Jim. 


Lines to Commemorate the Silver Wedding of Mr. 
and Mrs. James Allpass. Christmas, 1904. 


BRING out the holly, hang it up— 
Likewise the mystic mistletoe— 

There is a sunbeam in our cup, 
That only boon companions know. 


The chain of Friendship, like a gleam 
Of sunshine from a cloudless sky, 
Is here to glorify our theme, 
And banish every care and sigh. 
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And ‘cross the mystic gulf of years, 
We look with loving eyes, to find 

A path undimmed with bitter tears ; 
A union of a perfect kind. 


Tho’ five-and-twenty years have fled, 
With noiseless touch, along life’s track ; 
The pathway aye to honour led ;— 
No deep regrets in looking back. 


And now, though Winter’s biting frown 
Makes Nature bare and bleak and cold, 

Our friends still find a grand renown 
Beneath Affection’s gleaming gold. 


And at this season of the year, 

When hearts are touched with living fire, 
We tender thoughts of loving cheer, 

Aglow with light that can’t expire. 


We consecrate anew the vow . 

Made five-and-twenty years ago, 
Delighted that our friends are now 

As then removed from want and woe. 


And may friend Allpass and his wife 
Go hand in hand along Life’s road, 

To find their path with treasures rife, 
To ease the burden of its load. 


Tho’ Life should have perverted lines, 
Still, like a hero, run the race; | 
Convinced that ’neath the cloud there shines 
The beauty of an angel’s face. 


And may the pledges of your love 

Still grow in grace to cheer and bless !— 
A foretaste of the Joy above, 

Where all is peace and happiness. 
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God bless you,—AlUpass,—may your wife 
Pass from pure silver into gold ! 

And with the love that strangles strife, 
Your hearts, I know, will ne’er be old. 


If Friendship can a treasure bring, 
I bring that treasure unto thee ; 
And trust that Hope will always sing, 
For thee and thine, its choicest glee. 
15th December, 1904. 


Acrostic. 

[ IKE a sunbeam in the morning, rising from its couch 
of gold, 

Onward step to do your duty, seeking wisdom, 
never bold; 

Understand that Fame is fleeting, at its best a luring 
song 

Idle as the passing fancy, that would tempt you to do 
wrong ; 

Sunny laughter, like a blossom, springing in some lovely 
glen, 

Eases life of care and sorrow, more than mortals ever 
ken. 


- Always have a pleasant greeting for a sister in distress, 
Linger ever in God’s presence, and your joy will not 


be less ; 

Lovely thoughts invoke a blessing, that can only lead 
to good, 

Powerful as an angel's whisper, breathing o’er your 
maidenhood ; 


And, deat Louie, with these precepts for your guide 
thro’ shine and shower, 

Surely Joy and Hope for ever will enrich each passing 
hour, 

Since your soul is anchored firmly in the centre of God’s 
bower. 
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BAIRNS’ RHYMES. 


Dainty Darling Kathaleen. 


DAN TY darling Kathaleen, 
Sweetest maiden ever seen, 
Flashing eyes so full of fun, 
Smile to rival dazzling sun; 
Like a lambkin on the lawn, 
Brighter than the eye of dawn, 
Always happy and serene, 
Dainty darling Kathaleen. 


Dainty darling Kathaleen, 

With a wit both sharp and keen, 
Sportive as a little fay, 

Charming as a flower in May ; 
Patt’ring feeties, never still, 

Laugh clear as the rippling rill, 
Shedding sunshine’s shim’ring sheen, 
Dainty darling Kathaleen. 


Dainty darling Kathaleen, 

Richer than the richest queen, 
Teeth like pearls, dazzling white, 
Eyes like rubies flashing bright ; 
Heart a mine of gleaming gold, 
Thoughts pure as the saints of old, 
May God guard my little queen, 
Dainty darling Kathaleen ! 
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Little Babe of Two. 


| Res a sunbeam richly rising 

From the radiant East, 

Bringing beauty quite surprising 
Sumptuous as a feast. 

Like a songbird sweetly singing 
With devotion true, 

Thou art love and comfort bringing 
Little babe of two. 


Like a snowdrop proudly peeping 
From dark winter’s breast ; 

Like a dovelet softly sleeping 
In its mother’s nest ; 

Like a lambkin swiftly skipping 
O’er the morning dew, 

Into hearts thou’rt fondly dipping 
Little babe of two. 


Like a rosebud in the morning 
Fragrant, fresh, and fair; 

Like a lily pure adoming, 
Chaste as angel’s prayer; 

Like a flow’ret of the mountain 
Underneath God’s blue, 

Thou art clear as flashing fountain 
Little babe of two. 


Like May morning, brightly beaming, 
Radiant, rich and rare, 

Little sweetheart, sunshine streaming 
"Mid thy raven hair. 

Mother’s comfort, father’s blessing 
Long may love pursue, 

Salwa May, with joy caressing, 
Little babe of two. 


POEMS. 225 


Dae Ye Ken the Wee Lassie. 


DA= ye ken the wee lassie ca’d Daisy, 
Wha leeves on the breist o’ the brae, 
The glint o’ her e’e mak’s me crazy, 

And blithe as a lav’rock in May. 
Her smile it is sweeter than honey, 

Her laugh’s like the sang o’ the sea, 
A jewel ne’er purchased wi’ money, 

And she’s dearer than money to me. 


Dae ye ken the wee lassie ca’d Daisy, 
The pride and the toast o’ oor toon, 
A sunbeam that never grows hazy, 
Frae gloomy December to June. 
Her hert is my ain ’cause I love her, 
Mair prized than a gem frae the sea, 
And pure as the heavens above her, 
Is the lassie wha’s erled to me. 


Kathleen and I. 
(A CONCEIT.) 


KATHLEEN and I flew thro’ the sky, 
Chasing a bird white as snow, Sir; 
Gliding along, lilting a song, 
Drowning all sorrow and woe, Sir. 


Up in the cloud, far from the crowd, 
Happy and bright as the sun, Sir; 

Kathleen and I, in fancy did fly, 
Dreaming our sorrows were done, Sir. 


Strangers to care, roam’d everywhere, 
Lilting the bird’s charming song, Sir; 
Feeling so glad, shunning all bad, 
Love was so perfectly strong, Sir. 
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Flying with grace, running a race, 
Laughing and daffing with glee, Sir ; 

Kathleen and I, flew through the sky, 
Happy as happy could be, Sir. 


Never a cloud, black as a shroud, 
Colours all dainty and bright, Sir, 
Followed us thro’ the heavenly blue, | 

Clear as the stars shine by night, Sir. 


Oh! what delight, Love can invite, 
Thrilling and filling the soul, Sir; 

Kathleen and I, in fancy can fly, 
As long as the ages shall roll, Sir. 


White bird of Love, flying above, | 
Chanting a lilt to the sun, Sir. 

Bringing along volumes of song, 
Pure and as clear as a nun, Sir. 


Come let us fly, thro’ the blue sky, 
Catching rare visions of glory ; 
Radiant and bright, full of delight, 
Treasured in song and in story. 


Finding a theme, sweet as a dream, 
Kathleen and I linked together ; 

Roaming along, chanting a song, 
Heedless of wind or of weather. 


Fancy can bring the power of a King, 
And Kathleen tho’ only turned three, Sir ; 
So quaint like and droll, has entered my soul, 
The place where a fairy should be, Sir. 
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My Maid of Two. 


MY dainty, darling maid of two, 
With charming grace and eyes of blue, 
Has thrilled my bosom thro’ and thro’. 


Her winsome smile and witching ways, 
Have filled with sunshine all my days, 
And she is worthy of all praise. 


Her quaint and peerless little tricks, 
When playing with her box of bricks, 
Would lure a saint across the Styx. 


Her cooing language all her own, 
Would surely melt a heart of stone, 
No sweeter music ere was known. 


As lovely as an op’ning rose, 
And purer far than Alpine snows, 
Contentment round about her glows. 


Light as a little sportive fay, 
Bright as a snow-white lamb at play, 
My dainty darling ever gay. 


Sweet Kathleen Mary, maid of two, 
Thine eyes are so divinely blue, 
An angel fair seems peeping thro’. 


Oh! may thy coming years be full, 
With thoughts as pure as carded wool, 
With Love to be thy golden rule. 


My dainty, darling maid of two, 
God keep you ever kind and true! 
And I will always pray for you. 
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Nature and Baby. 
(A FitruL FANcy.) 


SUNBEAMS are straying 
Through flowerets fair, 
Baby is playing 
With winsome air. 
Blossoms are springing, 
Purple and red, 
Sweet fragrance flinging 
O’er Mary’s head. 


Roses are blowing, 
Down in the vale, 
Streamlets are flowing 
Thro’ mead and dale. 
Bright flowers are smiling, 
Like baby’s eyes, 
Mortals beguiling 
To Paradise. 


Heather is blooming, 
By wimpling rill, 
Brightly illuming 
Meadow and hill. 
Zephyrs are sighing 
Thro’ flowerets sweet, 
Happily lying 
At baby’s feet. 


Sunshine the golden, 
Radiant and fair, 
Wealth is enfolden, 
"Mid baby’s hair. 
Bluebells are laughing 
‘Neath sunny skies, 
While I am quaffing 
Love that ne’er dies. 
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Blackbirds are singing, 
Down in the glen, 
Melody bringing, 
To weary men. 
Beauty is dwelling 
On shrub and tree, 
Baby is telling 
Lessons to me. 


Beautiful wildwood, 
Blythesome and fair, 
Innocent childhood, 
Pure as a prayer, 
Here with my Mary, 
Prattling and coy, 
I am so airy, 
Laden with joy. 


Bountiful Nature, 
Sparkling with dew, 
Millions will prate your 
Blessings ‘tis true. 
Scoffers may shun thee, 
Sceptics may frown, 
Still will I sun me 

Under thy crown. 


Baby is crowing, 
Here, at my side, 
Cattle are lowing 
O’er clover’s pride. 
Warblers are trilling 
Baby and me, 
Anthems so thrilling, 
Happy and free. 
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Providence ever 
Flingeth around 

Jewels that never 
Monarch have crowned. 

Wonderful wonder, 
Beauteous as snow, 
Lightning and thunder, 
Thy marvels show. 


Gracious Revealer, 
Light of the world, 

Sorrow’s true Healer, 
Wisdom unfurled. 

Here, ’mid Thy beauty, 
Baby and I 

Tender our duty, 
Father on high. 


Mountains ascending 
Up to the sky, 
Rich colours blending, 
Pleasing the eye. 
Speaketh of One Who 
Dwelleth above, 
Father and Son too, 
Fountain of Love. 


Powerfullest Teacher, 
Gold in each line, 
Eloquent Preacher, 
Nature Divine. 
Sunshine and shadow 
All are thine own, 
Our Eldorado 
Sits on Love’s throne. 
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Sunshine is streaming 
Like burnished gold, 
Nature has teeming 
Wealth to unfold. 
Baby is cooing 
Here at my knee, 
While I am wooing. 
Nature, thro’ thee. 


Little Sweetheart Aged One. 


AINTY little sweetheart true, 
With thy laughing eyes of blue, 
Fragrant as a floweret sweet, 
Pure as daises at my feet, 
Brighter than the dazzling sun, 
Little sweetheart aged one. | 


Cooing laugh and dimpling smile, 
Shedding sunshine all the while, 
Dainty as a little fay, 

Tripping o’er the new-mown hay, 
Full of frolic, mirth and fun, 
Little sweetheart aged one. 


Dainty darling, little queen, 
Lighting up each murky scene, 
Scatt’ring care, and dowering life, 
Making joy and gladness rife ; 

In thy path I’d love to run, 
Little sweetheart aged one. 


Kathleen Mary, thou art fair, 

As a spotless maiden’s prayer, 
In thine eyes are bells of blue, 
In thy soul, God’s love is too ; 
And I'll praise till days are done 
Little sweetheart aged one. 
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Charming as an op’ning rose, 
Purer far than Alpine snows, 
Laughing up into my face, 

With a free and artless grace; 
May God be thy shield and sun, 
Little sweetheart aged one! 


17th June, 1973. 


My darling Kathleen, 


You cannot read these lines on your first 
birthday, but Mother will keep them until you are a 
big girl, and then, when you read them, perhaps you 
will spare a loving thought for your old grey haired 
Grandad. 

Wishing you very, very many happy returns 
of this most joyful day. With a thousand kisses from 


Your Loving Grandad, 


DUNCAN MACLEAN. 
To 
MisS KATHLEEN Mary ALLPASS, 
Scarboro’. 


My Wee Lassie, Kathleen Mary. 
(To my wee lassie on her Second Birthday.) 


RIGHT as the sunshine, fair as a flower, 
Blithe as a bird on the tree, 
May every blessing surround you each hour, 
For you're like a sunbeam to me. 
The joy of thy laugh chases shadows away, 
Thy smile can out dazzle the sun ; 
May Peace, Love and Hope with my wee lassie stay 
Till Time’s puzzling journey is done. 
16th June, 1914. 
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Little Sweetheart Aged Three. 


DARLING, | little laughing maiden, 
Thou with Light of Love art laden, 

Like a floweret, sweetly springing, 

Like a songster gaily singing, 

Bringing joy, and grace, and gladness, 

Chasing care and clouds of sadness, 
And the world can plainly see, 
Sweetheart, I’m in love with thee, 
Tho’ thy years are only three. 


Dainty, darling little lassie, 
Richer than a silver tassie, 
Sparkling like a streamlet dancing, 
Lightsome as a sunbeam glancing, 
Dow’ring all my soul with glory, 
Time can never tell the story, 

How iy soul is filled with glee, 

Darling as I fondle thee, 

Little sweetheart aged three. 


Dearest, queerest little maiden, 

Thou with light and Love art laden, 

Like a sunbeam, dancing gaily, 

Bringing joy and comfort daily, 

Smoothing out the path of duty, 

With thy artless grace and beauty ; 
And the world can plainly see, 
Sweetheart, I’m in love with thee, 
May God keep thee at His knee, 
Little sweetheart aged three! 


17th June, 1915. 
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Daddie’s Cushie Doo. 


WHAURS the wee, wee bairnie, 
The licht o’ mither’s e’e ? 
Whaur’s the toddlin’ cuttie 

That fills the hoose wi’ glee? 
Whaur’s the wee bit lassie 

That toddles but an’ ben, 
Smilin’ like a rosebud, 

That blossoms in the glen ? 


There she sits wi’ pussy, 
Kissin’ pussy’s mow’, 
Lauchin’ like a lav’rock 
Wi’ melody sae true! 
Noo she’s ’mang the cinders 
Wi’ mammie’s smoothin’ airn, 
Wow, but she’s a wunner, 
This wee, wee dautit bairn. 


Whaur’s the wee, wee bairnie ? 

Losh, see her in the pat, 
Dichtin’ a’ the corners 

Wi’ daddie’s silk gravat ! 
Noo she’s up an’ runnin’, 

Her face a’ streaked wi’ soot, 
Wow, but she’s a randy, 

An’ gleg as ony troot. 


Whaur’s the wee, wee kitty, 
The sunbeam o’ oor hoose ? 
Whaur’s the blythesome lassie 
That mak’s us bien an’ croose ? 
There she’s in the corner, 
Manglin’ mammie’s goon, 
Starchin’ daddie’s troosers 
Wi’ a patritch spoon. 


POEMS. 


Whaur’s the wee, wee lassie, 
Daddie’s cushie doo ? 
There she’s in the pantry 

Cryin’ for her ‘‘ coo” 

Noo she’s in the lobby, 
Kickin’ up a splore; 

Brawly kens the cuttie, 
Daddie’s ‘at the door. 


. Noo she’s at the table, 
Perched on daddie’s knee, 

Suppin’ kail an’ tatties, 
Lauchin’ lood wi ‘glee ; 

Ruggin’ daddie’s whiskers, 
Pu’in daddie’s hair— 

Oh but she’s a blythesome 
Flooret, fresh an’ fair. 


Noo the wee, wee spunkie’s 
Tearin’ like the win’ 

Roon the room lood lauchin’ 
Makin’ sic a din; 

Noo the puir wee cuttie’s 
Quately cuddled doon, 

Sleepin’ like a peerie, 

Pride o’ a’ the toon. 


Sleep awa, my bairnie, 


Safe while mammie’s nigh ; 


He who lo’es wee dawties, 
Smileth ’yont the sky ; 

Life’s a stoorie journey, 
Sae eydently I'll pray 


That angels bricht an’ bonnie, 
May guide thy steps alway. 
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Baby Kathleen. 


D® you see the dainty dimple? 
Did you catch the sunny smile ? 
Did you hear the cooing ?—simple, 
Full of music all the while. 
Do you understand the beauty 
That must deck a lovely scene 
When dame Nature stands on duty ? 
Then just think of Kathleen. 


Do you wish to find the radiance 
Of a sunbeam at its best? 
Would you snatch the freshest fragrance 
Of a flower with beauty drest ? 
Or the music that is sweeter 
Than the pipe of Pan I ween? 
Sure no Cupid could be neater 
Than my darling Kathleen. 


She’s a darling little baby 
With her dancing eyes of blue, 
While to you and me she may be 
All that’s wonderful and true. 

Yet her charm lies in her dimple, 
And her glancing dancing een; 
There is something sweet and simple 

In our darling Kathleen. 


May the sweetness of the honey 
Be her portion day by day ; 

May the wealth not bought by money 
From her never pass away. 

And may Peace and Love and Goodness 

Ever dower my little queen ; 

And may ne’er a blast of rudeness 
Blow upon sweet Kathleen ! 
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There's a Rosy Cheekit Laddie. 


"THERE S a rosy cheekit laddie, 
Bringing sunshine to gran’ daddie, 
Just a cheerin’ steerin’ smilin’ willin’ boy; 
Full of fun and joy and pleasure, 
Richer far than miser’s treasure, 
Father’s pride and mother’s fairest, rarest joy. 


There’s a dainty darling chappie, 
Like a songbird, always happy, 
With a ringing laugh to rival any bell ; 
And the charm of little Duncan, 
Like a pearl gem that’s sunken, 
Has the beauty of a blossom in the dell. 


There’s a dear wee, sturdy laddie, 
Just a chum for his gran’ daddie, 
He is young and I am growing old and grey ; 
Still I trust that Duncan second, 
Will approach when he is beckoned, 
And with winsome prattle keep the clouds away. 


There’s a rosy cheekit laddie 
Bringing sunshine to gran’ daddie, 
Just a dainty little speck on Nature’s plan ; 
And as the years are passing, 
May rare wisdom be amassing 
Every trait to make my chum a proper man! 
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OCCASIONAL PIECES. 


Chiels Ye Ken. 


THE Rose and Thistle, when they twine, 
Are like a glint of auld lang syne, 

Since virtues rich and virtues rare, 

Can banish all corroding care ; 

And we in Brunswick Street can find 

A solace for a troubled mind ; 

Because oor managers, ye ken, 

Are just a band o’ trusty men; 

Imbued wi’ courage, wit and grace, 

The map o’ Scotland on each face,— 

Well, not exactly every one, 

But shairly ilka Scottish son. 

The combination of the Rose 

Is like clear verse amang drab prose ; 

But ilka mither’s son can tell 

A story clear as sparkling well ; 

The great commander o’ oor clan, 

Is jeist a burly Scottish man, 

And yet his speech wad mak’ ye think 

The doric tongue he strove to jink ; 

But whether he is beef or mutton 

He’s kent to a’ as Davie Hutton ; 

A strapping, sturdy, sterling son, 

Wha’s face is aye lit up wi’ fun; 

To hear him sing a comic sang 

Is like songbirds the stooks amang ; 

A gowfin’ king ne’er in the pet, 

Because he ne’er was bunkered yet ; 

A man o’ pairts, our Davie can 

Add glamour to the Scottish clan ; 
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He disna hing his heid and gloom, 
Because he sweirs yell aye find room 
Within this strange and bustlin’ place 
To dae a kindly act o’ grace; 

And that is why he didna slip,— 

Ye see he still commands the ship ; 
Whaur man and boy before the mast, 
He did his best in days gane past, 
And like a hero he can still 

Give wrinkles unto Jack and Jill. 

For wark ye'll always find a glutton 
In care-defying Davie Hutton ; 

And lang may he wi’ coonsel sweet 
Command the ship ca’d Brunswick Street! 


The purser o’ oor noble ship, 

Wad bring a smile to ony lip, 

When he wi’ kind and genial grace 
Has aye a sunbeam on his face. 

Nae namby-pamby kind o’ chap, 

But like his predecessor Nap,— 
Napoleon Bonaparte, ye ken, 

Had aye a great command o’ men,— 
And Tammas Evans’ winnin’ smile 
Wad draw a hermit frae exile ; 

And when he kittles up his fiddle, 
This life nae langer is a riddle; 

But clear as sunshine mang the braes, 
When Tammas lilts his fam’d strathspeys ; 
Staunch as a rock, and never proud, 
He'd even tak’ on Sawbath goud ; 
Because ‘tis very plain to me, 

If ye wad sail across Life’s sea, 
Within a staunch and sturdy boat, 
Tam maun hae cash to mak’ her float. 
A copper has nae charms for him, 
But siller like the rainbow’s rim,— 
Indeed a jinglin’ Geordie, too, 

Wad bring bricht veesions into view, 
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Sae gin ye’d win an honoured name, 

Let a’ the coppers bide at hame ; 

But bring a siller coin alang, 

’Twill mak’ oor Tam burst into sang ; 

And gin ye hear Tam lilt a lay, 

Bricht gowd ye’ll bring next Sawbath day ; 
Sae lang may Tam woo Wisdom sweet, 
’Twill help to mak’ his joy complete. 


There’s nothing startling, strange or odd, 
Aboot oor scribe, blithe Johnnie Todd. 
A canny Scot, devoid o’ strife, 
Because he hisna’ got a wife, 

And yet I'd gladly wage a groat, 
John kens ilk lassies name by rote; 
But cautious as a lawyer he, 

Aye skirts the matrimonial sea, 

A solid man, devoid o’ care— 
Avoirdupois—he’s got his share, 

And yet transparent as a brook, 

He finds a charm in Nature’s book, 
And ilka rill, and hill, and dale, 

To John is like a soughin gale ; 

At gowf he mak’s the wee ba’ flee, 
When he gets started frae the tee. 
And on the bowlin’ green oor John 
Can always be relied upon ; 

An honest chiel, gowd to the core, 
Weel versed in prehistoric lore ; 

And gin ye hanker after fame, 

Like Johnnie, always play the game ; 
And may Dame Fortune never cod, 
The trusting soul o’ Johnnie Todd. 


A dapper chiel wha’s wit and grace, 
Should mak’ him rin wi’ glee life’s race ; 
A great philosopher because, 

He disna’ cadge for men’s applause. 
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He ca’s a spade a spade at once, 
Because, ye ken, he is nae dunce ; 

As strong as the inrushing tide, 

Ye’ll always find brave Mr. Hyde. 

His logic and his wisdom too, 

Wad puzzle e’en a muckle Jew; 

For Charlie, wi’ his subtle power, 

Wad mystify ye for an hour, 

Yet wi’ a quaint and charming smile, 
He soon emerges in rare style ; 

And frae a deep and well-stored mind, 
He scatters precepts rich and kind, 
And gin ye want to find a man, 
Equipp’d to nobly lead the van, 

Gang to the Park, an’ spier wi’ pride, 
Gin ye can talk wi’ Charlie Hyde. 

*Tis chiels like he by land or sea, 
Wha’ aye bring gomrals to the knee ; 
Sae may life’s billows always glide, 
Wi’ comfort rare for Charlie Hyde. 
Tho’ we’re a band o’ sturdy boys, 

Yet if we cared to mak’ a noise, 

We could wi’ ease aye shake the main, 
Since we’ve a Cannon o’ oor ain; 

But Fred is aye a man o’ peace. 

Lang may his crop o’ joys increase ; 
And may he do his very best 

To keep oor vessel on the crest, 

Loyal to the core, wi’ native grace, 
Auld Wigtown’s shire is on his face ; 
He cracks o’ Jean’s, o’ Kates, an’ Maggies, 
And dearly loves a Scottish haggis, 
And barefit lasses in a bine, 

Bring back sweet glints o’ auld lang syne; 
Sae lang may Fred aye cock his beaver, 
As sturdy as a Scottish riever, 

And may misfortune never bring 

A cloud to cloak this bowlin’ King ! 
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A serander wha can bring 

The joy o’ life to onything, 

’Tis Charlie Sadler that I mean, 

’The birkie wi’ the lauchin’ een ; 

At carol singing he can shine, 

Jeist see him as he toes the line, 
Why great Caruso’s magic notes 

I’d gladly sell for twa three groats ; 
But Charlie wi’ his winnin’ style 

Can carol in a winsome style ; 

He sang sae sweet no lang sin syne, 
What tho’ fowks didna gie him wine, 
And tho’ he nearly spoiled his uppers, 
He collared cash, an’ two three suppers ; 
A man 0’ pairts, oor Charlie can 
The heart an’ soul o’ each trepan ; 
And like a Trojan he can work, 

The hardest job he'll never shirk, 

A pillar o’ the kirk, ye ken, 

Our Charlie is a prince o’ men, 
Packt fu’ o’ music, listen, hark, 
Ye'll hear the warble o’ the lark. 
And lang may Charlie’s cheerie voice 
Mak’ a’ oor hearts wi’ glee rejoice. 


Clear as a dancing glancing rill, 
That gushes sweetly down the hill ; 
A new recruit we've lately won— 
John Alexander Matheson ; 

A proper man wi’ wisdom rare, 
The lad will quickly dae his share ; 
Wi’ voice as clear as siller bell, 
The kirk to him is like a well 

O’ sparklin’ water, gushin’ frae, 
Some bosky knowe on Scottish brae. 
His mission in the kirk is just 

To let us ken we're here on trust ; 
And Johnnie wi’ his courtly grace 
Aye finds a sunbeam in this place. 
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His knowledge and his power are such 
That he can guide and help us much; 
Tis chiels like John wha mak’ us think, 
We've mair to dae than eat or drink ; 
And that is why we welcome noo 
Blithe Johnnie to oor gradely crew ; 
May peace an’ joy, and lots o’ fun 

Aye dower the life o’ Matheson. 


Young Blagden as ye ken is Frank, 
And like a chiel he lo’es a prank ; 

The singing lintie o’ oor clan, 

We'll imitate him if we can; 

And when the managers convene, 

His winning smile will banish spleen ; 
His rosy cheeks will bring us back 

To days when youth was in our track ; 
And thus co-mingling young an’ auld, 
Oor hearts will keep frae getting cauld. 
Sae Blagden may ye grow in power, 
In wit and wisdom ilka hour, 

Inside the kirk, aye feel at hame, 

Its riches, Frank, are mair than fame. 


A cantie, couthie, canny chiel, 

Wi’ sparklin’ een, an’ heart fu’ leal ; 
Wha disna gie a snuff for worry, 

An’ kent to a’ as Jamie Currie. 

A hamely Scot, ilk whinny knowe, 

Can mak’ his heart burst into lowe: 
And when at hame—bare-legged bairns, 
Jim wi’ the lave, jinked ’mang the ferns. 
Reared in the Covenanting faith, 

That snapt its thoom at guid braid claith, 
Jim’s heart jeist like a flooer in June, 
Shed’s grace an’ beauty a’ aroun’ ; 

And brilliant as the rainbow’s rim, 

May fortune smile on Sunny Jim: 
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Frae Annandale a brither Scot, 

Wha wadna wrang a Hottentot, 

Gleg William Irving cam alang 

As cheerie as a rhymer’s sang, 

A strapping, sturdy, steerin’ son, 
When duty calls, like shot frae gun, 
Blithe William’s never slack nor slow, 
Because he’s always in the know. 

A master sage, an’ critic baith, 

In fact, I’m free to tak’ an’ aith, 

If ye pit William to the test, 

He’d guess the width o’ Jacobis vest. 
Altho’ he disna haud wi’ Greek, 

The chiel wad argue for a week, 

The kirk to William is a gleam 

O’ sunshine in a running stream, 
And peradventure gin ye try, 

To dae a thing upon the sly, 

Despite o’ a’ the learned tomes, 
Ye'll fine oor Will a Sherlock Holmes, 
And Tennyson’s far famous brook, 
Must aifter its fair laurels look ; 

But William when he toes the line, 
Can always crack o’ auld lang syne; 
He loves auld Scotland’s hills and dales, 
Her bosky dens and winding vales. 

A true and trusty fearless Scot, 

Wha lives within contentment’s cot ; 
And lang may William wark awa’ 

To guide the deacons ane an’ a’. 


Blithe Charlie Marsden, staunch an’ true, 
Is clear as God’s eternal blue; 

A sodger lad, erect and smart, 

Frae his cadets he’ll never part. 

And Charlie always dae your best, 

To ride upon true Wisdom’s crest. 

His self-denying power is such 

That wi’ the kirk he’s aye in touch ; 
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Tho’ no’ a Scot upon my life, 

He gaed to Scotland for a wife, 
That shows his taste, and wha can doot, 
That Charlie is judge o’ fruit ; 

Tis chiels like Charlie wha can tak’ 
The hump o’ care frae aff ilk back, 
Sae lang may he keep clear o’ strife, 
And leeve fu’ happy wi’ his wife. 

As lively as a liltin’ lark, 

Ye'll always find leal Tammas Clarke, 
A rosy cheekit, smilin’ Scot, 

And aye contented wi’ his lot ; 

Nae whigmaleeries come alang, 

To tak’ the joy frae Tammy’s sang ; 
But true and tender as a psalm, 
Ye'll always find oor crony Tam. 

He is a credit to his race, 

Ilk Sunday morn he’s in his place, 
And mang the crew within oor ship, 
A murmur ne’er is on his lip; 

But cheerie as a subneam’s glance, 
His een wi’ mirth an’ pleasure dance. 
Within this world he aye finds room 
To scatter frae a mortal gloom ; 

And that is why his cheerie smile, 
Wad mak’ a lassie rin a mile, 

To catch the glint, be’t licht or dark, 
That flash frae oot the een o’ Clarke. 


Anither burly bonnie Scot, 

He cam’ wi’ glee to dower oor cot, 
Gleg Willie Kevan, brisk and free, 

Is like a blackie in a tree. 

His lauching face an’ ready wit, 

Gars daddy care tak’ wings an’ flit ; 
And Willie lad, nae doot ye’ll find 
Within oor ranks much to your mind 
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Oor motto aye is Persevere, 

Wi’ heads erect an’ conscience clear ; 

And Willie may ye strive to be, 

A sailor on life’s stormy sea; 

And tho’ there’s hail, or snaw, or sleet, 
Aye stick to dear auld Brunswick Street ; 
’T will help to mak’ your joy complete; 
And tho’ March win’s are snell and chilly, 
We'll sing lang life to honest Willie. 


Ye a’ ken Peter Ritchie who 

Can mak’ a kilt o’ tartan braw; 
Wha’s hamely wit an’ canty ways 
Are bricht as his dear Scottish braes. 
Frae clear-eyed truth he winna budge, 
And tho’ as sober as a judge, 

His heart is like a running brook, 
Wi’ riches greater than a duke. 
Because oor Peter, honest youth, 
Ayes sweirs the fairest gem is truth, 
But, cheerie as a bird in spring, 

He lo’es to hear the lintie sing, 

Like burnished gowd amang the whins, 
Close by the side o’ louping linns ; 
And in the Church oor Peter can 
Aye dae his part like ony man; 

And sweeter than the sweetest metre, 
Is honest, sonsy, smilin’ Peter. 


And noo I'll stop my hamely rhyme, 
Because I’ve overstepped my time. 
But just one precept ere I go, 

Aye keep love’s tender flame aglow, 
And never think you cannot do 

A kindly act both leal and true, 
Remember that the little rill, 

Is aye of service to the hill. 
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So ilka one within this room. 

Can help to scatter care and gloom ; 
Can help oor minister alang, 

Wi’ gentle grace or hamely sang ; 

A pastor cannot wonders work, 

Tho’ he’s as sturdy as a Turk; 

If Mr. Riddell does his share, 

Wi’ sermons grand, and fervent prayer, 
Let us combine wi’ honour bright, 
To help him on, baith day and night ; 
A kindly word, a pleasing smile, 

Can mak’ him work in rattlin’ style ; 
Oor pastor, tho’ a kindly soul, 

Must look to you as ages roll. 

To help him in the noble cause, 

Is mair than thunders o’ applause. 


Then buckle on your armour noo, 
Resolved to dare, resolved to do 
Your level best, baith lad and lass, 
That worth and wisdom may amass; 
Then sweeter than Tam Evan’s fiddle, 
Ye'll mak’ the heart o’ Mr. Riddell. 


Read at Annual Business Meeting, March, 1913, Brunswick 
Street Presbyterian Church, Manchester. 
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Epistle to the Cronies. 


WHEN gurlin’ blasts o’ winter win’, 

Gar purlin’ brooks dance owre the linn, 
And nature, ‘neath the angry din, 

Looks gaunt an’ bare ; 
’Tis then the cronies lo’e to rin 

Frae Daddie Care. 


Wi’ auld warl’ tales they arena slack, 

They’re gleg to rin in humour’s track, 

And fain wad hae their boyhood back, 
When daffin’ fun 

Made ilka ane jump aff the rack, 
Like shot o’ gun. 


Nae namby-pamby empty screed 
Gied whomlin’ thro’ ilk cronie’s heid ; 
The flooer aye cam’ before the weed 
In auld lang syne, 
And Scotia raised a hardy breed 
We canna tine. 


And sittin’ roun’ the bleezin’ fire, 

I thocht I’d kittle up my lyre 

To tell to ilka son and sire, 
In hamely rhyme, 

Thochts that are singin’ like a choir 
Wi magic chime. 


Auld Scotia, wi’ its mem’ries grand, 

Has treasures great on ilka hand ; 

We fain wad mak’ ilk understand, 
The sturdy Scot 

Has beauties that can beat the band 
Withoot a blot. 
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We lo’e ilk mountain, tarn, an’ dell, 
The hardy heather an’ bluebell, 
The murm’rin’ sea, ilk coloured shell 
That decks the shore, 
Can to oor hearts a message tell 
O’ days o’ yore. 


The dear wee clachan in the glen, 

Whaur dainty queens an’ sturdy men, 

In auld lang syne, thought but an’ ben 
A palace braw, | 

. Wi’ sweet contentment, as ye ken, 

That canna fa’. 


The whistlin’ mavis on the tree, 
The soughin’ 0’ the sabbin’ sea, 
The daisy on the dappled lea, 
_ Could thrill oor soul, 
And bring a sparkle to oor e’e, 
Like bleezin’ coal. 


And then oor cronies, auld an’ young, 
Nae minstrel yet has ever sung, 
The charm that drapt frae ilka tongue ; 
And yet I sweir 
Ilk callan had a leather lung 
That a’ micht hear. 


Nae capernoited, cauldrife buddies, 

As feckless as a wheen 0’ cuddies, 

But chiels fu’ gleg in a’ their studies, 
An’ true as steel, 

Tho’ often scant o’ meat an’ duddies, 
They’d fricht the deil. 
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There's Sandy, sober as a judge, 
Wha frae the Truth wad never budge, 
And to a freen wad never grudge 
A helpin’ hand ; 
This birkie ostracises fudge 
Wi’ logic grand. 


Yet Sandy Bain, I’ll wage a groat, 

If in the Ark, wad sink the boat; 

And yet he ne’er wad turn his coat, 
Like ither men; 

He dotes on Nature—buttin’ goat, 
Ilk cock an’ hen. 


A man o pairts, nae weakly twig, 
But Nature’s son, fu’ staunch an’ big ; 
A proper man, an’ aye fu’ trig, 

Thro’ sun or rain: 
The warl’ I trow can seldom rig 

A Sandy Bain. 


Auld-fashion’d fowks, auld-fashion’d ways, 
Can aye evoke frae Sandy praise ; 
And lasses trampin’ mang the claes, 
In auld lang syne, — 
Could always add to Sandy’s days, 
Like doctor’s wine. 


What tho’ his pow is white as snaw, 

His heart is clear as glint o’ daw, 

And, fegs, he’ll ne’er let Scotia fa’ ; 
But like a man 

He swears the heather blithe an’ braw, 
Aye leads the van. 
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Strong as the mountain in the glen, 
He’d fell a stot ere you’d count ten; 
And what this birkie disna ken, 
Is empty grain ; 
Success to this brave prince o’ men, 
Leal Sandy Bain. 


This warl’ is fu’ o’ quirks an’ tricks, 

Wi’ wranglin’ aifter politics ; 

And whiles we’re planted in a fix, 
We canna jink ; 

And fowks are aft knock’d doon wi’ bricks 
And printers’ ink. 


But Courtney Kenny cocks his heid, 

As fragrant as a flowery mead ; 

In him ye find nae broken reed, 
But sturdy oak ; 

The warld sought Wisdom wi’ rare speed 
When Kenny woke. 


And tho’ humbugs cam’ in his gate, 
The laddie never harboured Hate, 
But loupin’ onward, like a spate, 
His rousin’ sang 
Tauld he was quite content wi’ Fate, 
Tho’ sax feet lang. 


Clear as the shining, dazzlin’ sun, 
The crown o’ Peace he proudly won, 
And when ilk daily task is done, 

At Bramhall he, 
Wi’ “ Patsy’ dances aifter fun 

W)’ sparklin’ e’e. 
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Leal-hearted soul, gowd to the core, 

He dips in logic’s magic lore ; 

At writing books he sets great store, 
Like fam’d Judge Parry, 

Because a chiel cam’ to his door 
Caw’d lauchin’ Harry. 


This life to some is just a battle, 
Made up o’ empty tittle-tattle ; 
But Kenny disna care a rattle, 
Wi’ heart aglow, 
Quite heedless 0’ gowks’ silly prattle 
Or empty show. 


Lang may his honour’d pow be blest ; 

Lang may he sit in Wisdom’s nest, 

And lang hug Beauty to his breast, 
Nor lack a penny ; 

Because he’s king ’mang a’ the rest, 
Blithe smilin’ Kenny. 


What tho’ curmudgeons growl an’ greet, 
Blithe Wattie’s smile is always sweet, 
Because he canna thole deceit 
In young or auld ; 
Yet tho’ he’s staunch upon his feet, 
His heid is bauld. 


Queer Wattie Morris, like a flower, 

That beautifies ilk passin’ hour, 

Is aye content ’mid sun or shower, 
And that is why 

He earns a dole frae Wisdom’s dower, 
That canna die. 
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At playin’ gowf oor Wat’s a don, 

He aye can be depended on ; 

He never yet has lost his scone, 
Nor bunker’d he ; 

He swears by Matthew, Luke, an’ John, 
When at the tee. 


Straight as an arrow Wat can shine, 

Frae Crossmyloof to Palestine ; 

He finds in lit’rature a mine 
Surpassin’ gowd, 

And glegly praises auld lang syne 
’Mang ony crowd. 


He has a wife an’ bairnies twa, 
Mair dear to him than siller braw ; 
And Hope has never run awa, 
An’ sae wi’ glee 
Wat says, perchance, when next I ca’, 
He micht hae three. 


Hope is a smilin’ angel’s face 
That fairly charms ilk lonely place, 
And Watty may ye yet hae grace, 
Ere days are done, 
To gie unto the Scottish race 
A bonnie son. 


And when the warld seems upside doon, 

And a’ oor hearts are oot o’ tune, 

"Tis then that Jamie, pawky loon, 
Brings sunshine rare ; 

That plants on ilka heid a croon 
Surpassin’ fair. 
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For Jamie Adamson, wi’ grace, 
Can bring a sunbeam to ilk face, 
Until we glegly rin Life’s race 
Wi’ courage true, 
Within his heart freenship we trace 
For you an’ you. 


A datin’ wit, wha’s aim in life, 

Is aye to jink the pit o’ strife ; 

To leeve fu’ happy wi’ his wife 
And bairnies braw ; 

Because true love is unca rife 
Within his ha’. 


A pawky Scot, his latest craze 

Is jeist to lilt brave Robin’s lays, 

On Scotia’s peerless charms to gaze, 
Because he vows 

Her hamely nooks in glens an’ braes 
Can fervour rouse. 


An elder o’ the Kirk, yet he 
Has aye a bricht an’ lauchin’ e’e, 
Religion disna mak’ him dree ; 
Clear as a star 
He jokes an’ cracks, baith fresh an’ free, 
In Wisdom’s car. 


Sae lang may blithe an’ sunny Jim 

Aye keep us a’ in proper trim, 

And brilliant as the rainbow’s rim 
Lo’e ane anither ; 

And may his licht be never dim, 
Dear crony, brither ! 
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A sturdy, steerin’, sonsy Scot, 
Wha dings a’ fremmit fowks to pot, 
Wha. leeves within Contentment’s cot, 
And freens hae oft 
Found sunny virtues quite a lot 
In Jamie Croft. 


Auld mither Scotia’s bowers an’ brakes, 
Dear Jamie never once forsakes ; 
Because he kens the Land o’ Cakes 

Is mair than Fame ; 
And Fortune fore an’ aft he rakes 

To dower his hame. 


This lintie o’ the cronies’ clan, 
Wi’ mither wit aye leads the van; 
The callan aifter birdies ran 
In auld lang syne; 
And glints o’ youth, tho’ noo a man, 
He winna tine. 


A bricht, sagacious, hamely chiel, 

Wha fain wad argue wi’ the deil, 

And coup auld Clootie heids owre heel, 
Without a swither, 

If e’er the birkie tried to steal 
Ilk Crony brither. 


To Jamie’s heart auld Scotia’s fame 
Is mair than ony tongue can name ; 
Indeed, his highest, dearest aim 
Is Scotia’s praise ; 
And loud her prowess he’d proclaim . 
In liltin’ lays. 
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And may his honest, hearty soul 

Aye be as gleg as old King Cole, 

And as the passing towmonts roll, 
May Jamie hae 

The love o’ God, like bleezin’ coal, 
To light his way. 


There's naething like an empty sham 

In heart-beguling smiling Sam, 

And sturdy as a Highland ram, 
His soul is still 

Fixed on Truth’s precepts clear an’ calm 
As ony rill. 


Packt fu’ o’ knowledge, wit, an’ sense, 
Withoot a shade o’ wild pretence, 
Sam disna wi’ the deevil fence, 

But staunch an’ bright, 
He swears the path o’ innocence, 

Like snaw, is white. 


A boon companion wha can tell 

A story clear as siller bell ; 

Jeist ask an inch, he'll gie an ell, 
Withoot a swither ; 

Sam dearly loes to tell himsel’ 
“TIk man’s my brither.”’ 


Creation wi’ its power divine, 
Perfection seen in ilka line, 
Can stir wi’ glee Sam’s soul an’ mine 
Like pulsing river ; 
And sae we worship at the shrine 
O’ God the Giver. 
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And yet nae pharasaical blade, 

Wha mak’s o’ black deceit a trade, 

Nor ane wha loes a mad parade 
To mak’ ye think, 

On Wisdom’s stock he made a raid 
To Folly jink. 


But jeist a sterling English son, 
Clear as the sound o’ minute gun, 
Wha’s heart is aye fu’ sib to fun 
And sunny laughter ; 
And may Sam find, when days are done, 
A bright Hereafter ! 


King o’ a thoosan’ hearts an’ mair, 

Blithe Harry wi’ the raven hair ; 

He disna lodge wi’ Daddy Care— 
Jeist hear his laugh— 

"Twad scatter gloom frae here to Ayr, 
Like empty chaff. 


Blithe Harry Barclay, brisk an’ braw, 
Wad never harbour spite ava ; 
But scatter forth to big an’ sma’, 
A word o’ praise ; 
And may he leeve in Wisdom’s ha’ 
For mony days! 


‘Tis good to see dear Harry’s smile, 

Because his heart is free frae guile, 

And I wad travel mile on mile, 
Wi’ him to tarry ; 

And lichtsome as the bard o’ Kyle, 
Is lauchin’ Harry. 
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Ye'd think some queer auld-fashioned sage, 


Wha dowered some prehistoric age, 

Had aince again cam’ on the stage 
Whaur things look darkly ; 

But he wha can your souls engage 
Is Harry Barclay. 


Packt fu’ o’ fun as egg wi’ meat, 

Iik crony wi’ a smile he'll greet ; 

Seek Wisdom wi’ nae laggard feet ; 
And cocks his heid, 

To let ye ken there’s nae deceit 
In Scotland’s breed. 


Sae Harry may your cheerie glance 

Mak’ sober fowks wi’ pleesure dance ; 

And may your honest soul advance 
In search o’ Truth ; 

"Tis better than the gowd o’ France, 
For age or youth ! 


New-fangilt fowks can never mak’ 
Brave Townsend stop his hamely crack ; 
"Mang tragic lore he’s never slack, 

And words wi’ him 
Are jeist as easy as a quack 

To ducks that swim. 


Theology, or onything 

That gars a gom’ral loon tak’ wing, 

Maks genial Geordie like a king. 
And in his glory ; 

Tradition big he’s shair to bring 
When owre a story. 
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The Scottish language he can speak, 

Till it resembles classic Greek ; 

And if a strange cantank’rous clique 
Should test his knowledge, 

Why George wad argue for a week, 
Like don frae college. 


Nae whigmaleerie trick o’ law, 

Nae wild logician’s open maw, 

Could ever mak’ oor Geordie fa’ 
When on the stump ; 

In fact he’d mak’ a hoodie craw 
In terror jump. 


In mathematics, Latin, true, 
The chiel’s weel versed as ye’ll alloo ; 
Indeed wi’ Gentile or wi’ Jew, 
He'll haud his ain ; 
At draughts he’s only number two 
Wi’ Sandy Bain. 


He dearly loes a wild harangue, 

He dearly loes a Scottish sang, 

And sae we trust that Geordie lang, 
For auld lang syne, 

Wi’ wit an’ wisdom may be thrang 
Wi’ courage fine. 


A canty callan, clear an’ cute, 
Ne’er troubled wi’ dour sceptic’s doot, 
Aye seeking after Wisdom’s fruit 
Wi’ sails in trim, 
Wi’ voice as clear as siller lute 
Has honest Jim. 
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Jim Bowden fain wad mak’ his mark 
In politics an’ Noah’s Ark, 
Wi’ ilka goat, an’ stoat, an’ lark, 
And bubbly jock ; 
He kens as weel as Cutty Sark 
Frae Rabbie’s stock. 


Indeed there’s naething ‘neath the sun, 
And naething that ilk man has done, 
Be’t wisdom sage or fancy fun, 

Jim disna ken ; 
As certain as a shot frae gun, 

This prince o’ men. 


Oh! Jamie’s lively in debate, 

His erudition is sae great, 

The length o’ Aaron’s beard he'll state, 
Like ABC; 

And Jamie never growls at Fate— 
’Tis destiny ! 


A cotton king, Jim toils awa, 
To cleed his wife an’ bairnies braw, 
And ilka glen an’ ilka shaw 
To him are sweet ; 
He lo’es the winsome floorets a’ 
Aroon his feet. 


And lang may Jamie’s soul hae ease 
To weather every blust’rin’ breeze, 
And may nae mortal ever teaze 
This freen o’ mine ; 
His soul is licht as ony bleeze 
Wi’ love divine ! 
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A queer, auld-fashioned Englishman, 

Wi’ soul to feel an’ heid to plan, 

An honour to the cronies’ clan, 
Blackwell, the true! 

He aye maks honour lead the van— 
His wants are few. 


This vale o’ tears he’s travell’d lang, 

But cheerie as a songster’s sang ; 

Jim’s soul is ever gleg an’ thrang, 
"Mang love an’ beauty, 

And tho’ wild gom’rals should gae wrang, 
He'll dae his duty. 


To hear him crack o’ auld lang syne, 

Brings pleasure to this heart o’ mine ; 

When mither’s milk was mair than wine, 
And virtue rare | 

Could mak’ ilk soul wi’ fervour shine, 
And banish care. 


Nae two-faced freen, but one whose soul 
Strives ever after Wisdom’s goal ; 
He couldna bide a braggart’s role, 
But honour bright 
Mak’s Jamie’s soul, like bleezin’ coal. 
Shine day and night. 


Noo in the ev’ning o’ his days, 
There’s nought upon his lips but praise, 
And like some minstrel liltin’ lays, 
He sings awa’, 
To bring bright sunshine thro’ the haze 
At gloamin’ fa’. 
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' Then Jamie lad, lang may ye bloom, 


True freenship has a rich perfume, 

And in this warld ye’ll aye find room 
To help a brither ; 

Lang may we strive to sink or soom 
Wi’ ane anither | 


Sweet as the fragrant mignonette, 

Altho’ nae doot in Nature’s debt, | 

‘‘Tkona’s’’ ne’er in Clootie’s net, 
But like a star, 

The vera soul o’ etiquette, 
Withoot a mar. 


Blithe Johnnie Warden’s genial laugh 

Is guid as gowden epitaph, 

And when he joins in hamely chaff, 
‘Tis then ye see 

The licht frae topers when they quaff 
The barley bree. 


And Johnnie Warden everywhere 

Dings smithereens frae Daddy Care ; 

O’ sunshine he has got his share, 
While sweet content 

Hangs owre his heid her mantle fair, 
Withoot a rent. 


A traveller great, oor John can tell 

The music o’ the Zulu’s yell, 

And mony a dusky smilin’ belle 
Has cam’ his gate, 

But Johnnie still bides wi’ himsel’, 
Content to wait. 
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His classic lore is such that he 

Can Latinize a puir bumbee ; 

Creation’s smile to you an’ me 
In ilka garden, 

Is mair than pearls frae the sea — 
To Johnnie Warden. 


9) 


‘‘Tkona, walla,’ may the flame 
Frae honour bright aye dower thy name ; 
True worth is mair than fleetin’ fame, 
And lang may ye 
Seek Wisdom as ye play Life’s game 
Wi’ love-lit e’e. | 


Oor Geordie’s never seekin’ trouble, 

He kens this life is jeist a bubble, 

And care when met aye turns oot double, 
Sae Geordie smiles ; 

Despite the acres 0’ wild stubble 
For miles an’ miles. 


Dear Geordie Leslie has a plan 

To gie to ilka honest man 

A smile that a’ oor hearts trepan, 
And scatters strife, 

Frae Oban to the Isle of Man, 
"Tween man an’ wife. 


A steadfast, smiling, sober Scot, 

Wha even lo’es a Hottentot, 

Oor Geordie’s heart is never bought 
By fulsome praise ; 

He lives within Contentment’s cot, 
Thrang lilting lays. 
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His bonnie wife an’ bairnie braw, 

As brilliant as the e’e o’ daw, 

Can mak’ George Leslie turn awa 
Frae dool an’ woe ; 

And mak’ his life complete an’ a’, 
Doun here below. 


A crony dear, his Scottish tongue 

Is sweet as lark the heath among ; 

And ilka strain that Robin sung, 
Twines roun’ his heart ; 

For Geordie swears that Nature young 
Surpasseth Art. 


Gin superstition comes alang, 

Blithe Geordie scaurs it wi’ a sang; 

And tough as ony leather whang 
He warks awa; 

May Geordie aye wi’ joy be thrang, 
Till gloamin’ fa’! 


Some fowks are fond o’ gear an’ cash. 
While some delight to cut a dash, 
Until they mak’ a big stramash 
That brings them doon, 
But Herbert Mills’ devoid o’ trash, 
Like flooer in June. 


Tho’ only wee, his heart is great, 

Wi’ conscience clear, he’s ave elate ; 

The chiel is never temptin’ Fate 
Wi’ ony caper; 

But like a Trojan worketh late 
Amang his paper. 
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He disna sit and idly dream, 

Nor does he drift adoon Life’s stream ; 

But daily strives to catch each gleam 
Frae Fortune’s crown ; 

He thinks this Life a thing supreme, 
Above renown. 


Aye Herbert has a pregnant power 
To sun himself in Wisdom’s bower, 
Because he kens that ilka hour 
Is straight from God, 
Wha gives to all a peerless dower, 
Despite the rod. 


And sae brave Herbert Mills can bring 
A message true frae ilka thing, 
That mak’s his heart wi’ pleasure sing 
And dowers his soul ; 
And plants him in a magic ring, 
As ages roll. 


Then Herbert strive thro’ ilka day, 
To let fowks see the perfect way ; 
And bring back those who sadly stray 
Frae ripplin’ rills, 
To find a clear and winsome way 
Wi’ Herbert Mills! 


Frae Kirkintilloch faur awa, 
Whaur Scottish laddies blithe an’ braw, 
Can aye bring Humour at their ca’, 
To mak’ them canty, 
Gleg Jamie Longmuir sang to a’, 
Tho’ no a Dante. 
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And since that famous natal day, 
Lang towmonts mony slipped away, 
While Jamie sprachled up Life’s brae, 
Like cadger’s pownie ; 
And never had a word to say 
To ghaist or brownie. 


Noo sturdy as a Scottish oak, 
Tho’ leevin’ ’neath auld England’s yoke, 
He disna hide ‘neath bigot’s cloak, 
But staunch an’ leal, 
He dearly lo’es a canty joke. 
True Scottish chiel. 


A fitba’ king, to see him pass 

Wad bring a Meredith to grass ; 

And Nature is to him a glass, 
Like open book ; 

He dearly lo’es his ain wee lass, 
Prood as a duke. 


Blithe as a songster in the glen, 

He’s charmed wi’ ilka bosky den, 

And lively as a jinkin’ wren, 
’Mang heather braes ; 

His soul is only happy, when 
He’s liltin’ lays. 


Sae lang may Jamie’s smilin’ face 
Be present when we say the grace ; 
And may he proodly rin Life’s race— 
Strike Folly dumb— 
And find wi’ a’ the saints a place 
At kingdom come ! 
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Dear cronies a’, thro’ ilka time 

Enrich your souls wi’ thoughts sublime ; 

And let your hearts aye lilt in rhyme 
Wi’ endless measure ; 

"Twill help to mak’ ilk day fu’ prime 
And life a pleasure ! 


Ding ilka warldly thought awa, 

But usher in God’s love to a’; 

"Twill mak’ us live in Wisdom’s ha’, 
Withoot a swither ; 

When we wi’ throbbin’ bosom ca’ 
Ilk man oor brither. 


This warld is just a market place, 
Whaur thoosan’s blindly rin Life’s race ; 
Whaur naked souls, fu’ scant o’ grace, 
Can never see 
The beauty o’ God’s shinin’ face 
For L. S. D. 


Let’s rise above the sturt an’ strife; 

Tet’s seek the land whaur Hope is rife, 

And fair Contentment sweetens life 
Wi’ Love divine ; 

Shun Hate that cutteth like a knife, 
Dear cronies mine ! 


Let’s cast the god of Self away, 

Let’s usher in the perfect day, 

When busy men find time to pray, 
And hearts are singing ; 

When Calvary’s Cross breaks feet of clay, 
A ransom bringing ! 
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And let us never once forget 

We're now and ever in God’s debt ; 

What tho’ the deevil weaves a net 
That he may catch us; 

Let’s rise wi’ God, boon fume an’ fret, 
The deil can’t snatch us ! 


Let’s stick to mither Scotia still ; 

Ilk winding strath an’ rippling rill, 

The purple heather on ilk hill. 
The gowans fine, 

Should in oor souls rich love instil, 
For auld lang syne! 


Let’s lilt again the dear auld lays, 

That speak o’ sweet. departed days, 

When barefit callans owre the braes 
We scampered free ; 

And Nature had a healthy craze 
For you an’ me! 


Ring oot the fause and baseless creed, 
Ring in religion that we need ; 
And plant it deep wi’ sacred seed 
That flooers may rise, 
To raise again a sturdy breed 
"Neath God's blue skies ! 


Let mither Scotia haud her ain, 

While a’ her sons are fidgin’ fain 

To usher in the gowden grain 
That fadeth never, 

Then let the cronies shout again— 
Scotland for ever! 
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CRONIES. 
Now as these stately heroes passed before my glistening 


eyes, 

I felt that I indeed had won the world’s most precious 
prize ; 

A troop of friends is more than gold, ’tis more than 
flaunting fame ; 

It is a something that can fan the heart into a flame,— 

A flame whose heat can never scorch, but while the ages 
roll, 

It has a strange magnetic charm that knitteth soul 


to soul. 
So may the flight of ages bind the Brotherhood of man, 
With golden cords, the same as those that bind the 
cronies’ clan. 


And when the bard who writes these lines lies in the 
silent grave, 

Just plant a thistle at his head, for that is all he’d crave ; 

Yet if a crony in this room would make his joy complete, 

Then plant a sprig of heather white somewhere about 
his feet ; 

And if a piper likes to play a pibroch of the best, 

He need not think I’ll take offence, or suffer from unrest. 

For should the pibroch’s stirring strains e’er reach that 
mystic shore, 

"Twill lull my soul to peace and rest, can mortal ask 
for more ? 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 


The Passing Years. 


WRITTEN WHEN Mrs. MACLEAN CAME OUT OF THE 
Home, AuGust, 1916.® 


YEARS of pain, and years of pleasure, 
Pass along the road of Life ; 

Bringing me a peerless treasure, 

In the beauty of a wife. 
Thirty-six—the years seem only, 

Like the passing of a day ; 
And my life has ne’er been lonely, 

Tho’ the years have slipped away. 


Now the gloaming lights are falling, 
And our heads are tinged with grey ; 
Still we hear the angels calling, 
When love first came in our way. 
All the years have not been golden ; 
Shadows crossed our path, but still, 
I can revel in the olden, 
When my heart danced like a rill. 


* Mrs. MacLean had undergone a serious operation. 
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’Twas Long Ago. 


"Ts long ago since you and I 
Sat underneath a summer sky ; 
The streamlet sang its song that day 


And all the world seemed blithe and gay ; 


Our hearts attun’d like singing birds, 
Responsive spake tho’ not in words ; 
No dream of wealth could charm us so, 
’Twas long ago, love—long ago. 


The gleam of gold was in your hair, 
The joy of hope made you so fair, 
That all day thro’ we piped a song, 
When all was right and nothing wrong ; 
And every warbler on each tree, 
Seemed singing then for you and me; 
They cheered us with a tender glow, 
‘Twas long ago, love—long ago. 


Since then the years have slipp’d along, 
But still the same old-fashioned song 
Stirs in my heart, as kind and true, 

As when we sat ’neath skies of blue; 
And in my eyes thou’rt still the same 
As when I wooed love’s tender flame ; 
Thou’rt still as fair, tho’ well I know 
"Twas long ago, love—long ago. 


Lines on a Five Pound Note. 


T° part from thee I do not sigh, 
Such friends, alas! I never lack ; 
For when adversity is nigh, 


Like thee they go, and ne’er come back. 
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I Know A Rose. 


| KNOW a rose, a lovely rose, 

The fairest, sweetest flower that grows; 
I look into her eyes and find 
Rest for my soul, peace for my mind. 


I know a rose, a dainty rose, 

Rich as the brilliant sun that glows; 
She has a soul pure as the sun, 

Tl love her till my race is run. 


I know a rose, a sweet love rose, 

The rarest gem on earth that grows} 

And here and ’cross the stream of life 
I'll love this charming rose—my wife. 


Impromptu Lines in Shakespeare’s Cottage. 


[MMORTAL WILL, and wert thou born, 

Within this humble dwelling place ? 
This room thy genius must adorn, 

Great Mecca of the human race. 
Thy lofty mind could soar above, 

The sordid visions of a day, 
Transforming with thy magic love, 

Rare pictures that can ne’er decay. 


Tho’ centuries pass and Kingdoms wane, 
Thy genius like a star will shine, 
Thrilling with love the hearts of men, 
Till soul with soul will intertwine. 
Till all will own thy heaven-born skill, 
Because thy muse is ever green, 
Touched with an angel’s magic thrill, 
That binds thee to The Great Unseen. 
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In Anne Hathaway’s Cottage. 


AN NE HATHAWAY, she had a way, 
To charm the heart of Avon’s bard, 
And so her name and fame to-day, 
Is held like his in high regard. 
And pilgrims come from far and near, 
To view the cot where she was born; 
They almost think the bard is here, 
To greet his love like rosy morn. 


Anne Hathaway, she hath a way, 
To thrill our hearts, tho’ long since dead ; 
Her soul’s alive, ’neath Shakespeare’s sway, 
Since genius to this maid was wed. 
And sitting in this lowly room, 
Where once there sat a bard sublime, 
We miss the shadow of the tomb, 
"Neath glory that defieth time. 
Stratforad-on-Avon. 


IN MEMORIAM—ALFRED TENNYSON. 
“The Singing Birds.” 


THE singing birds, from brake and bower, 
With drooping heads and liquid eyes, 
In anguish met, at midnight hour, 
To fill the air with plaintive cries. 


The lark, the herald of the morn, 

The heavenly bird whose lovely song 
Speaks of a love in heaven born, 

Sobbed with a sorrow deep and strong: 


“The sun may rise in all his power, 
And tip the hills with golden light ; 
Shed radiance on each shrub and flower, 
And make the face of Nature bright ; 
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‘‘But half the beauty of the sun 
Is dimly seen as through a cloud, 
As if its brilliance was undone 
Since Alfred’s wrapped within his shroud. 


“The lovely song he sang so well, 
With power and pathos, without mar, 
Strikes on our hearts like muffled bell 
Since Alfred’s soul has crossed the bar. 


“The mirthful music that of old 
Instilled within our breasts sweet love, 
Is hushed, and all around seems cold, 
Since Alfred’s soul has passed above. 


“ But still, though sorrow weepeth loud, 
And strives to drown our hearts in tears, 
Dear Alfred’s songs will pierce the cloud, 
To cheer our souls in after years.” 


Then spake the thrush, that songster grand, 
Whose music seems a thing divine, 

A message from that far-off land, 
Or mem’ry born of “auld lang syne’’: 


“The wild red rose, with dainty blush, 

May ope its love-lit eyes and smile, 

May ’neath the sunbeams coyly flush, 
And flirt with zephyrs all the while ; 


“ But half the beauty of his grace 
Has sunk into a low estate, 
Since death has smoothed the noble face 
Of him who sang, ‘too late, too late.’ 


POEMS. 


“The daisy, nature’s lovely flower, 
May ope its crimson eye to greet 
The lark, who warbles when the hour 
Of morn makes everything so sweet. 


“But oh, how has its grandeur fled ! 
Its grace and charm is over now; 
It sits forlorn, with drooping head, 


Since death is stamped on Alfred’s brow.” 


The little robin meekly came, 

With diamond eye, and flaming breast, 
To add his tribute to the fame 

Of him who slumbers now at rest: 


‘““Though music God has ne’er instilled 
Within this little breast of mine, 
Yet oft my life with joy was filled 
As Alfred piped his strains divine. 


‘“‘And now, while Luna shines with power 
On his dead face with shimmering sheen, 
I gladly bless the happy hour 
In which he sang of the May Queen.” 


Then spake the nightingale, that bird 
That woos the angels in the night, 

As if its feathered breast was stirred 
With unseen power, serene and bright : 


“The moon may gleam with brilliance grand, 


And cast its shadow in the stream, 
And touch with gold the sleeping land, 
Till all appears a golden dream ; 
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“ But half the grandeur of the moon 
Is cloaked and draped with shadows now, 
Since he who sang with me in tune, 
Wears fadeless laurels on his brow. 


“The twinkling stars, like diamonds fine, 
May flash and gleam in yonder sky ; 
May glimmer in the milky line, 
Like spotless visions from on high. 


“Their glory now we cannot trace ; 
All’s scattered with a whirlwind rude ; 
Since he is dead who sang with grace, 
‘’Tis only noble to be good.’ 


‘‘And half the beauty of the song 
I sang at midnight’s witching hour, 
Has gone since he, the singer strong, 
Sank to his rest, like ripened flower. 


‘And thus, my minstrel friends, we meet, 
To lay upon dear Alfred’s tomb 
This little flower of love so sweet— 
Twill help to dissipate the gloom. 


‘“‘He sang the sweetest of us all, 
With power and wisdom in each line ; 
God dowered him with a gift, not small, 
He kept the faith like one divine. 


‘“‘So here to-night while Luna fair 
In golden grandeur decks the sky, 
We lift our hearts to Alfred, where 
The tear is wiped from every eye.” 
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The songster ceased, and lo, a cloud 

Came out and cloaked the moonbeam’s light, 
Wrapt nature in a sable shroud, 

And hid the singing birds from sight. 


And on the wind was born a sound 
So sad and sweet, with plaintive cries, 
As these poor birds flew round and round 
The house where Alfred sleeping lies. 


And ’mid the praise from pen or tongue, 
Without one vein of cant or sham, 

I thought the singing birds had sung 
The finest ‘In Memoriam.” 


Fifty-five. 


FTY-FIVE and still not out, 
What tho’ shadows are about ? 
I have nothing to regret, 
While I live with Fancy yet. 
Roses bloom in radiant June, 
Granting me a peerless boon, 
And my soul is all alive, 
Full of hope at fifty-five. 


Life to me is passing sweet, 
Fragrant flowerets at my feet, 
What tho’ shadows sometimes fall ? 
Friends in troops are at my call. 
Sunshine with its golden hair, 
Weaveth me a mantle fair. 

‘Neath its spell I smile and thrive, 
Quite content at fifty-five. 
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Fifty-five and still a child, 

Not so active, nor so wild, 

Yet with heart untouched by hate, 
Watching by my mother’s gate, 
Full of witching, wiling dreams, 
Clear as Balgie, as it streams 
Thro’ the moss with joy alive— 
Still a child at fifty-five. 


I have much to offer praise, 

God has watched me all my days; 
"Mid the sunshine and the gloom, 
For regret I have no room. 

In my soul are peace and love, 
Finding all my strength above, 
Like a bee within its hive, 

Full of hope at fifty-five. 


With the flight of Time I know, 
In my locks has settled snow; 
Still my vision is as clear 

As true Faith when God is near; 
And in Fancy still I roam, 

O’er the hills around my home; 
That is why I’m all alive, 

Quite content at fifty-five. 


My Doctors. 


HE doctors tell me this and that, 
I hardly know what they are at, 
But this I only know too well, 
What is the matter none can tell ; 
They give me pills and lotions too— 
Each time they take a different view ; 


POEMS. 


With mustard plasters on my chest, 
I try to woo the goddess Rest ; 
And if at times I steal a wink, 

I then and there begin to think, 
I'll soon be free from all my ills, 
In spite of all my doctors’ pills ; 
But in another week or so, 

My wheezing is not slack nor slow; 
And to the doctor once again, 

And with the sage within his den, 
He tells me this, he tells me that, 
Like any social democrat ; 

He spins me tales and yarns galore, 
And drugs me up as heretofore, 
And hopes that in a year or two, 

I may find some relief in view ; 
I’m hoping still to find the day, 
When Asthma will have passed away ; 
But up till now I only know, 

To pay my doctors’ bills I go— 

To tell them with a wintry smile, 
My friend has never reached exile ; 
Then he will tell me as before, 

I’d better take just one pill more ; 
I take it with a pleasant grin, 
Expecting health to step within, 
But I go wheezing night and day, 
No matter what I doctors pay ; 
Till I begin to think that I 

Must for relief to heaven fly ; 

And so to ease my pains and ills, 
I'll chuck the doctors and their pills ; 
And fancy just the best I can, 
That I am still a happy man; 

And thank the Lord, from out my hive, 
The doctors have left me alive. 
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The Scot Frae Hame. 


THE burly Scot, though far frae hame, 
Hugs to his breast a haly flame ; 

A lowe that lichts his onward track, 

An’ brings sweet recollections back. 

The wimplin’ burn, the soughin’ sea, 

The dappled daisy on the lea, 

The hallow’d days o’ auld lang syne, 

When simple lilts were maist divine : 

When Robin’s thrilling, melting lays 

Were mair to him than meat an’ claes ; 

When great Sir Watty’s wondrous tales 

Made classic a’ oor glens an’ dales ; 

An’ veesions frae the misty past 

Across his path queer cantrips cast. 

Again he sees his mither’s face 

Lit up wi’ tenderness an’ grace. 

The whusslin’ blackie mang the whins, 

The loupin’ grandeur o’ the linns ; 

The wizard lark, high poised in air, 

Dispelling gloom an’ killing care. 

The wee bit cot, bowered ’mang the trees, 

Whaur zephyrs humm’d-their melodies ; . 

The hallow’d tryst doon in the glen, 

Defying power o’ tongue or pen. 

An’ dreaming fondly o’ lang syne, 

An’ sichts he’d never thole to tine ; 

An’ for the honour o’ his hame, 

An’ Rab an’ Watty’s honoured fame, 

He thocht that he wad dae his best 

To dower in hospital, a nest, 

Whaur wimmen folks and bairnies wee 

Micht find a haven, calm an’ free. 

An’ sae this soul-ennobling plan 

Cam’ proudly forward in the van, 

Espoused by a’, the Scot frae hame 

Had lit a never-dying flame— 
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A flame that sprang frae pity’s breast, 
The grandest, noblest, an’ the best ; 
Whilk addeth lustre to the fame 

Of Scott an’ Burns, an’ Scots frae hame. 


That Little Boy in Breeches. 
(PRIZE POEM.) 


WH filled my shoes with pointed tacks, ‘ 
That made me jump and roar, sir ? 
Who greased my coat with cobbler’s wax, 
And then rushed out the door, sir ? 
Who, when the folks were all in bed, 
And night was dark as pitch is, 
Yelled with a voice to wake the dead ? 
“ That little boy in breeches.”’ 


That little boy, that little boy, 
That little boy in breeches ; 

He takes the cake, and no mistake, 
That little boy in breeches. 


Who fireworks tied to Rover’s tail, 
To imitate Guy Fawkes, sir ? 
Who ducked our baby in the pail, 
Because she wouldn’t box, sir ? 
Who, when my fruit was in its prime, 
Peached half my luscious riches, 
Yet looked so guileless all the time? 
“ That little boy in breeches.” | 


Who broke my twenty-guinea watch, 
That he might catch the tick, sir? 
Who, that he’d see the chickens hatch, 

Smashed eggs right double quick, sir ? 
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Who, when his mother was asleep, 
Let down a dozen stitches ; 

Then crushed her knitting in a heap ? 
“That little boy in breeches.’ 


Who swaggers with an air as grand 
As any lord or duke, sir ? 

Who knows the soldier in the band 
That mashes with our cook, sir ? 

Who ‘mong the jam pots loves to reign, 
With face as black as pitch is, 

Till doubled up he squirms with pain ? 
“That little boy in breeches.” 


Who, when you cross him, bucks and kicks, 
As stubborn as a mule, sir ? 
Who knows a hundred little tricks 
That ne’er were taught in school, sir ? 
Who thinks his nurse a mean old thing, 
As bad as any witch is? 
Who caught the bee to feel its sting ? 
“ That little boy in breeches.”’ 


Who reigns the monarch of our house, 
And makes us all stand round, sir ? 
Who with a tiny little mouse, 
Made sister yell and bound, sir ? 
Who plays at football with my hat ? 
Who one and all bewitches ? | 
Who’s got Home Rule before bold Pat ? 
“ That little boy in breeches.”’ 


That little boy, that little boy, 
That little boy in breeches ; 

He takes the cake, and no mistake, 
That little boy in breeches. 
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The Crofters. 


PROM the dark and rugged Highlands there has risen 
up a cry 

That should stir the hearts of millions, and bedim 
each honest eye; 

That should rouse the God of Justice, and make Error 
shrink with fear ; 

That should stifle slaves of Mammon in their wild, 
head-long career. 

Oh! the Highlands, grand and lovely, with their 
mem ’ries dear and strong— 

With their proud historic heroes, handed down in 
deathless song— 

Are harassed and landlord-ridden, till the hearts of 
peaceful men 

Have been roused to sudden action, by each beauteous 
strath and glen. 


"Tis a wild and startling story—’Tis a blot on Britain’s 
page 

That eclipses in its madness every quibble of our age ; 

Hard to think that honest peasants, who have tilled 
and owned their land, 

Should be hounded off by tyrants; forced to seek a 
foreign strand— 

Forced to leave each glen and valley that was dear to 
them as life— 

Forced to leave their lowly shielings—oh! ‘twas sharp 
as edged knife ! 

Where the pibroch, loud and thrilling, woke the echoes 
of each glen, 

There is nothing now but wailing, caused by cruel, 
heartless men. 
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Oh, ye Highlanders, be fearless! ye but battle for your 
own— 

Ye but strive to sweep proud landlords from a self- 
erected throne ; 

For these mountains, heather crested, that tower up 
to meet the sky 

Were not made for cruel sportsmen by the God who 
reigns on high. 

All the world was formed in beauty, all the loveliness 
and worth 

Were as free to honest peasants as the peer of noble birth. 

For the Lord of earth and beaven made the world for 
all mankind : 

"Tis the selfish slaves of Mammon who to rob us are 
inclined. 

Oh, ye enone be constant ! for the day is drawing 
nigh, 

When all misery and oppression shall be driven from 
your sky ; 

And the glens that owned their thousands when our 
fathers were in life, 

Shall once more spring into vigour when God endeth 
all our strife. 

Then your sheep shall bleat their music by the sweet 
and tinkling rills, 

While your cows shall browse in plenty on the daisy- 
speckled hills ; 

And prosperity shall flourish in the midst of every glen, 

When the chain of landlord terror’s burst asunder by 
our men. 


Oh! ye Highlanders of Lewis, and ye sturdy men of Skye, 

Shout together in your hundreds till the heavens shall 
reply— 

Till the mists of Wrong and Darkness shall fly to their 
dismal tomb ; 

And the Highlands once more cheerful, shall be free 
from care and gloom. . 
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By ery lovely glen and valley, by each rugged mountain 
side, 

Where the purple heather bloometh, and the thistle 
grows with pride— 

Where the streams in beauty flowing, where the cataracts 
so grand, _ 

Flash their treasures in the sunlight: shout, my 
brethren, for your land ! 


Oh! ye Highlanders of Dornoch, and ye sons of dark 
Portree, 

All the young shoots of your kindred have been banished 
o’er the sea; 

And your stalwart sons have fallen in the thickest of 
the fight, 

While the foemen fled in terror ‘fore the grandeur of 
their might. 

Yet base landlords call thee cravens, and would sweep 
ye from the earth, 

And then confiscate the hamlets that gave noble heroes 
birth ; 

Then rouse ye, oh my brethren! from each clachan, 
hill, and glen, 

Till the genial glow of Freedom shall light up your souls 
again. 


Oh! ye Highlanders of Morven, and ye sons of Appin, 


Be united in your efforts to destroy this alien crew ; 

Ye have borne with matchless patience all their infamy 
and scorn— 

Ye have seen your grey-haired fathers swept from 
crofts where they were born— 
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Ye have seen your sons and daughters breadless, house- 
less, starved and cold, 

By these monsters men call human, in their wretched 
race for gold. 

Then rouse my struggling brethren! by the God we 
all adore, 

Till the lands your fathers cherished shall return to 
you once more. 


Oh! ye brave Lochaber heroes, and ye martyrs of 
Glencoe, 

Be a phalanx, strong and powerful, to oppose your 
common foe ; 

Ye have been oppressed for ages, and no murmur passed 
your lips, 

While your dear ones have been banished ’cross the 
ocean in great ships. | 

Ye have seen your aged mothers die upon the bleak 
hillside— 

Ye have seen your wives and sisters shedding tears 
they could not hide: 

Ye have slept upon the moorland, while the stars 
shone overhead, 

"Cause these monsters of oppression left ye neither 
home or bed. 


Oh! ye Highlanders of Islay and wild Jura, every clan, 

Sound your slogan in the valleys as ye rush forth in 
the van ; 

With the strength of mighty mountains your ancestors 
long ago 

Made the foeman flee at Alma, as the sunbeams melt 
the snow. 
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Then rouse ye, oh my brethren; there is work for all 
' to do, 

"Ere the Highlands—land of heroes !—shall get meted 
out their due: 

"Tis a black and dismal story, but the Right is all your 
own, 

And these greedy, grasping landlords soon shall topple 
from their throne. 


Oh! ye sprouts of famed Culloden, and ye chieftains 
of Glenroy. 

In your lovely straths and valleys there remaineth 
little joy ; 

For the god of fleeting riches has usurped the God of 
Right, 

And the crofts that sweetly flourished have now vanished 
‘neath man’s might. 

Ye could tell a tale of sorrow that would make the 
angels weep ; 

Ye could point to cairns where martyrs in the cause 
of Freedom sleep ; 

Ye could tell of mighty heroes who at Balaclava fell, 

*Mid the crack of hissing bullet and the pibroch’s magic 
yell. 


Oh, ye Highlanders, be steady ! for the cause ye fight 
is good— 

Tis a jeath blow at oppression, that shall bring your 
children food— 

"Tis a cry of human anguish that might melt a heart 
of stone— 

’*Tis a sermon pure and holy that appeals to hut and 
throne— 
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And ‘the e God of Love and Wisdom has not heard their 


cry in vain ; 
For a mighty wave of feeling has now swept from shore 
to shore, 


And the crofters, proud and loyal, shall get back their 
land once more. 


Oh, ye Highlanders, have courage! rouse to action 
one and 

Tyrants omar reign for ever, might ‘fore right must 
quickly 

And the land long have cherished with devotion past 

raise, 

Shall Gace more resound with laughter ‘neath the light 
of brighter days: 

For the world has heard your message—it has thrilled 
them to the core ; 

It has startled human nature as nought else has done 
before ; 

And the dawn of Right is breaking o’er each lovely 
Highland glen, 

That is bringing Peace and Freedom to our noble 
Highland men. 
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Members and Sons of Members of the Manchester and 

Salford Caledonian Association who have voluntarily 

responded to the call of King and Country to uphold 
the Nation’s Honour. 


ADAM, RONALD FORBES .. Capt., Royal Field Artillery. 


ADAMSON, ARTHUR ....... Corpl., Manchester Regt. 
ADAMSON, BRUCE ........ Corpl., 1st Canadian Mounted Rifles. 
ADAMSON, FRED ......... Training Reserve Battalion. 


ANDERSON, ARCHIBALD J. S. Sec. Lieut., Cheshire Regt. 
Killed in Action. 


ANDERSON, GERALD F. ... Cadet, Officers” Training Batt. 
ARMSTRONG, WM., Junr. .. Royal Garrison Artillery. 
ASHTON, GEORGE T....... Duke of Lancaster’s Yeomanry. 


BaILLIz, DAVID MALCOLM . Lance-Corpl., Seaforth Highlanders. 


BALLANTYNE, CLAUDE..... Royal Flying Corps. 
BALLANTYNE, ROBERT .... Royal Flying Corps. 

BELL, ROBERT ........... Capt., S.S. ‘' Fraternity.” 
BIRRELL, W. HUDSON..... Sergt., Army Service Corps. 
BLACK, MALCOLM ......... gth Royal Scots. 

BLACKLEDGE, R. D., M.C. . Capt., Highland Light Infantry. 
BLAIR, JOHN .........0-. Tieut., 17th Northumberland Fus. 
BROWN, ERNEST R........ Chief Officer, Transport Service. 
BROWN, HAROLD W....... Corpl., M.G.C. Worcester Regt. 
BROWN, JOHN R. ........ King’s Liverpool Regt. 

BROWN, MALCOIM T. ..... Lieut., Royal Naval Reserve. 


BRUCE, WILLIAN ......... Sergt., 8th Manchester Regt. 
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CARDY, ALFRED.......... R.A.M.C. 

CAMERON, DONALD L. ..... Capt., Highland Light Infantry. 
CAMERON, JOHN .......... Sergt., R.A.M.C. 

CLANAHAN, HuGH A. ..... Sec. Lt., 6th Batt. Rifle Brigade. 
CRAMB, WM. W. ......... Corpl., 15th Royal Scots. 


CRANSTON, Sir ROBERT 
K.C.V.O. Colonel, The Royal Scots. 


CULLEN, Dr. JOHN........ Lieut., R.A.M.C. 

CLARK, J. A.... sce vecens 6th Manchester Regt. 
CRICHTON, J. M. ......... The Black Watch. 

Drxon, ALBERT lL. ....... Corpl, Royal Field Artillery. 


Doic, ALEXANDER M. 
D.C.M. 6th Man.Regt. Died of Wounds. 


Drew, ALEXANDER S. .... Capt., 9th Royal Scots. 

Drew, James S., M.C. ... Major, Cameron Highlanders. 

DRUMMOND, GEO. W...... Sergt., 9th Royal Scots. 

DUNBAR, ALFRED E...... 7th Manchester Regt. 

EADIE, DONALD .........> Sec. Lieut., 7th Dragoon Guards. 

EASSON, JAMES .......... Australian Expeditionary Force. 
Wounded. 

EASSON, STANLEY ........ Sec. Lieut., Manchester Regt. 

FancourT, W. L. .....-.. 6th Manchester Regt. 

FARQUHARSON, Dr. D. P. M. Capt., R.A.M.C., att. Cameron 

Highlanders. 
ForsytH, GORDON M..... Royal Flying Corps. 
FORSYTH, JOSEPH......... Royal Field Artillery. 


FORTUNE, HuGH ALLAN .. Sec. Lieut., East Lancs. R.F.A. 
FostER, JOHN MATHIE ... Lanc-Corpl., 6th Manchester Regt. 


FRASER, V. M. DRUMMOND . Lieut., 5th Cheshire Regt. 
Killed in Action. 


GIBB, DAVID J, .......2.. Corpl., 7th Manchester Regt. 
GRAHAM, MURRAY ........ Sec. Lieut., R. Garrison Artillery. 
GRAHAM, R. K. .......66. Lieut., 15th Royal Scots. 
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GRANT, ROBERT ......... Sec. Lieut., Royal Flying Corps. 
Killed in action. 

GRAY, GEORGE N. ....... Sec. Lieut., King’s Own Royal 
Lancs. Regiment. 

GRAV, WM. ..cccecsccees 

GRAY, Rev. J. HERBERT .. Army Chaplains’ Dept. 

GRIERSON, JOHN S. ...... Gunner, 2nd East Lancs. R.F.A. — 

GRIERSON, SAMUEL ....... Army Cyclist Corps. 

GRIERSON, W. H. ........- Lance-Corpl., 6th Manchester Regt. 

HAMILTON, JAMES R...... oth Royal Scots. Killed tn Action. 

HARVIE, WM. SEYMOUR ... Corpl., Signal Sec., Royal Engineers 

HENDRY, JAMES ......... Warrant Engineer, R.N.R. 

HILL, GORDON GRAY ..... Vol. Defence Corps, Singapore. 


Died while serving. 
HINSHELWOOD, A. WALLACE Capt., Scottish Horse. 


HowRIE, DAvID H. ...... Canadian Expeditionary Force. 

INGLIS, ROBERT .......... Sergt., 8th Royal Scots. 

IRVING, ANDREW .........- Lancashire Fusilers. 

IRVING, WILLIAM ........ 15th Royal Scots. Wounded. 

JacK, J. EDWARD........ Corpl., R.A.M.C. 

JACK, STANLEY S......... Cadet, Officers’ Training Batt. 

JaCK, THOMAS, Junr...... King’s Liverpool Regt. 

JOHNSTONE, WILLIAM ..... Capt., Army Veterinary Corps. 

LAWRIE, DouGLas M. ..... Lieut., R.A.M.C. [pb]. 

LAWRIE, LESLIE G. ...... Capt., 1st Hereford Regiment. 

LESLIE, GEO. Pe: se tisksca% Army Ordnance Corps. 

LILLIE, W. H. .......625. Capt. 9th Manchester Regt. 

McCLyMoONT, ANDREW .... Lance-Corpl., 9th Royal Scots. 

Wounded. 

MACDONALD, WM. ...+606- Sergt., Otago (New Zealand) M’nted 
Rifles. Wounded. 

MCFARLANE, JOHN M. .... Sec. Lieut., Lancashire Fusiliers. 


Wounded. 
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McGREGOR, GEORGE ...... Army Service Corps. 

MCINTYRE, PETER S. ..... Sergt., 6th Manchester Regt. 
Killed tn Action. - 

McKAY, A:T). o5ucxwcsncs Scout, Coast Guard Service. 

MACLAREN, FRED G. ..... oth Royal Scots. 

McLAy, ANDREW ........ Lovat’s Scouts. 

MACKENZIE, A. R. ....... 7th Manchester Regt. 

MACKENZIE, G. OGILVIE .. Capt., 6th Cheshire Regt. 

MACLEOD, D.......-.-.00: Capt., Army Service Corps. 

MACLEOD, DonaLpD S. .... Sergt., Signal Sec. Royal Egineers. 
Killed tn Action. 

MACLEOD, JOHN A. ....... Grenadier Guards. 


MACLEOD, NORMAN G. M., 
M.C. Major, Canadian Expeditionary 
Force. Killed in Action. 


MCLEOD, PETER ......... Royal Garrison Artillery. 

MacCLURKIN, Doucias .... Australian Expeditionary Force. 

MCPHEE, A. ......-- eens 7th Manchester Regt. 

MCPHEE, J. H..........-.. 7th Man. Regt. Killed in Action. 

MACPHERSON, THOS. ....... Glasgow Highlanders. 

MARR, THOMAS F......... King’s Liverpool Regt. 

MELVIN, JOHN W. ....... Training Reserve Battalion. 

MITCHELL, Dr. A. M...... Capt., R.A.M.C. 

MITCHELL, WILLIAM ...... 15th Royal Scots. 

MONCUR, W. ....--eeeeeee Sergt., 9th Royal Scots. 

MONTGOMERIE, WM. S. ... Sec. Lieut., att. Intelligence Hdqtrs. 

MORRIS, WALTER N. ..... Royal Garrison Artillery. 

MORRISON, Rev. SAMUEL .. Army Chaplains’ Dept. 

MUIRHEAD, T. ..........4. Royal Engineers. 

MUNRO, HUGH ........... Sec. Lieut. 9th A. and S. High- 
landers, att. R.F.C. 

MURDOCH, THOS. ......... Royal Welsh Fusiliers. 

NEWLANDS, THOMAS ...... Army Service Corps. 

NICOL, Rev. G. ERSKINE . Army Chaplains’ Dept. 

NORQUOY, JAMES ........ Capt., Middlesex Regt. 


Killed tn Action. 
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PATERSON, WILLIAM ...... goth Royal Scots. Wounded. 
PAULINE, GEORGE W. .... Sergt., 48th Canadian Highlanders. 
PAULINE, JOHN M........ Capt., Royal Canadian Regt. 
PEARSON, J. E. .......... Sergt., 9th Royal Scots. 
Wounded. 
PEITIGREW, T. .........-. Royal Flying Corps. 
PRESTON, Wm. M. ....... Corpl., Manchester Regt. 
Killed in Action. 
RAMSEY, JEFFREY........ Lieut., R.A.M.C. 
RANKIN, JOHN ........... Sec. Lieut., Lincolnshire Regt. 
Killed in Action. 
REEKIE, ERNEST ......... Sec. Lieut., Seaforth Highlanders. 
REEKIE, HARRY ......... Sec. Lieut., Black Watch. 
REID, JAMES A. ......... 19th Manchester Regt. 
RIDDALL, Dr. T. B. ...... Lieut., R.A.M.C. 


RIDDELL, LEONARD H..... Royal Naval Air Service. 
ROBERTSON, Dr. A. H. M. Capt., R.A.M.C. 


RoszE, W. ALEXANDER .... Sec.Lieut., Royal Garrison Artillery. 
Ross, W. H., Junr. ...... 3rd Manchester Regt. 

RUSSELL, JOHN........... Sergt., 2nd Royal Fusiliers. 
RUSSELL, GEORGE ........ 19th Manchester Regiment. 


Killed in Action. 


ScoTT, JAMES ............ Sec. Lieut., Black Watch. Wounded. 
ScoTt, WILLIAM ......... Sec. Lieut:, A. and S. H. 
ScoTr, JOSEPH D......... South Wales Borderers. Wounded. 
SHAND, THOMAS .......... 5th Seaforth Highlanders. 
SHANKS, E. F. ..........- Sec. Lieut., Connaught Rangers. 
Killed in Action. 
SINCLAIR, DOUGLAS....... 5th Manchester Regt. Wounded. 
SMITH, ALEX. D. ........ 22nd Manchester Regiment. 
Prisoner (wounded) in Germany. 
SMITH, J. GORDON ....... Sec. Lieut., Gordon Highlanders. 
SMITH, WM. C. .......... Capt., 7th Manchester Regiment. 
SPRUELL, JOHN .......... Capt., Army Veterinary Corps. 


STEWART, ANGUS ........ Sec. Lieut., 4th Cheshire Regt. 
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STEWART, Dr. DAVID ..... Lieut., R.A.M.C. 
STEWART, DONALD ....... Sergt., 28th N.W. Batt. Canadians. 
Wounded. 
STEWART, IAN C. ........ Driver A.S.C., att. R.A.M.C. 
Tait, FRED. W. ......... Sergt., 9th Royal Scots. 
TAYLOR, A. B. ........... Cadet, Officers’ Training Batt. 
TAYLOR, DAVID .......... Lance-Corpl., Duke of Lancaster’s 
Yeomanry. 
TINTO, WILLIAM A. ...... Lieut., 7th Manchester Regt. 
TOPP;.. J Ry. aie iinsios een an Sergt., 9th Royal Scots. 
WALKER, ARCHIBALD ..... Sec. Lieut., 5th Scottish Rifles. 
WALKER, HuGH A........ Sec. Lieut., 9th A. and S. H. 
WALKER, JOHN .......... Manchester Regt. 
WALKER, WILLIAM G...... 5th Scottish Rifles. 
Prisoner (wounded) in Germany. 
WEIR, JOHN ..........06- Devonshire Regt. 
WEIR, GEORGE L......... Army Service Corps. 
WIGHT, JOHN ............ Sec. Lieut., 4th Oxford and Bucks. 
Light Infantry. 
WILSON, A. S. .......-...-. Lieut., South Lancashire Regt. 
Wounded, now Missing. 
WHYTE, J. F. M.......... Royal Flying Corps. 
YOUNG, ALAN .......0.-. Corpl., Manchester Regt. 
Wounded. 


31st July, 1917. 


Joun Haywoop Lrp., Excelsior Printing and Bookbinding Works, 
Manchester. 
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